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INTEODUCTOEY NOTE. 



THE TWICE-TOLD TALES. 

On his retuTu to bU uative towu, Salem, after gracU 
Dating at Bowdoia College iu 1825, Hawthorne devoted 
himself to writing ilctinD. His first book was the 
romance of " Fauahawe," wluch, howerer, made no im- 
pression on the public. He next produced a volume 
of stories to which he gavo the title " Seven Tales of 
my Native Laud ;" but, after discuuroging search for 
& pablisher, he destroyed the manuscript. Whether 
any of the material composing that work was embodied 
in his later short stories it is impossible to determine, 
on the evidence now remaimug. Still, it ia not tm- 
likely that he drew upon it, from memory, for the 
foandation of some among the "Twiee-Told Tales." 
The iketchea and stories now known collectively .under 
thin title were written mainly in n little room in the 
flecond atory of a house on Herbert Street, Salem, from 
the windows of which Hawthorne's birthplace on the 
adjoining street (Union) is visible. " In this dismal 
chamber fame was won : " so runs a psEsage in the 
"American Note-Books." Under another date bo says 
of it : " And here I sat a long, long time, waiting pa- 
tiently for the world to know me, and sometiiaefc ^ovu- 
dering' why it did not know me Boouei;, wc '(ftia'Oafti "4 
would ever know me at all." 
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The Herbert, Street bouae waa babituollj referred to 
by the members of the Hawthorne family as beiag on 
Union Street, since the family residence and the birth- 
place were connected by tbe Iota of land Attached re- 
spectively to each. The mansion on Union Street has 
since undergone considerable alteration, a large part of 
it having been taken down some years ago, owing io its 
dilapidated condition. On Dearborn Street there was 
another house, built for the mother uf Hawthorne by 
her brother, Robert Manning, in which Hawthorne 
lived for about four years, though at what time pre- 
cisely it is impossible to state, la the Dearborn Street 
house, also, he had a study ; but the edifice haa been 
removed to another site and altered. The Herbert 
Street (or, as in the Note-Books, Union Street) house 
vras evidently the one which Hawthorne most closely 
associated with the production of his short stories. 

The earlier pieces appeared in the " Salem Gazette " 
newspaper, and in the " New England Magazine " 
(published in Boston from 1831 to 1834). Sometimes 
they bore the author's real name, and sometimes a. 
pseudonym was attocbed. Several among them pur- 
ported to have been written by "Ashley AUen Royoe," 
or the " Rev. A. A. Royce." Another pen-name used 
by the young romancer was " Oberon ; " the choice of 
wbiob may be explained by the fact that, as the late 
Henry W, Longfellow recalled, some of the college 
friends of Hawthorne had nicknamed him Oberon, in 
allusion to his personal beauty and the iiuaginatiTe 
tone of his conversation. But notwithstiuiding the va- 
riety of names under which he thus disguised blmsolf, 
lijs writiji^ revealed so clear an individuality that 
laaiif persons recognized them as being the work o£ 
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one misd. In 1836, he went to Bogton to edit a maga- 
zine for S. G. Goodricli, tlien known aa a popular com- 
piler and publisher ; and while thus engaged he wrote 
a large part of "Peter Parley's Universal History," 
which passed for Goodrich's composition and attained 
a wide popularitj. At the same tune ho contributed 
to the Boston " Token " several of the best of bis short 
stories, which received high praise in London. It was 
not until their issue in book form that the; attracted 
Eumilai encomiums in this country, 

Hawthorne's original plan was to collect them in a 
series joinod by an introduction and chapters of con- 
nected narrative; the whole to be called "The Story- 
Teller." A part of this projected framework has been 
preserved in the " Mosses from an Old Manse ; " ' and 
the Author there says ; — 

With each specimen will be given a sketi^h of the circum- 
gtancea in which the story was told. Thna my Bii-drawB 
pictures wOl be set in a framework perhaps more vntnable 
than the pictures themaelvea, since they wiil be smbossed 
with groups of cbarocterutio fi^nres, amicl the lake and 
moontain scenery, the villages and fertile fields, of our na- 



The plan of " The Story-Teller " whs, to represent a 
young nian of apostolical bent who set out to go from 
town to town, giving a sermon every morning, while a 
friend who accompanied hira vian to relate in public, 
every afternoon, a story illustrating the teit previously 
discoursed upon by the preacher; the whole aSair be- 

^ See " Passages from a Relinqnished Work," in the sec- 
ond volume of the Mosses. It was intended to preface " Mr. 
Sigginhotluun's Catastrophe." 
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ing announaed in each place b; posters, much ii 
manner of a traTclling show. It might be supposed that 
the introdaction of sermons in a book of fiction would 
offer a atambling-block to success; but Uawthorue 
evaded this obvioaB difScalty by merely mentioning the 
sermoDS and then giving the stories in full. Mr. Good- 
rich gave the scheme no encouragement, but took the 
introductory portion desoiihing the preacher and the 
raconteur to a, magazine. It is worth recording as a 
curious fact in literary history that for the accompany- 
ing stories which Goodrich used in his annual he gave 
Hawthorne about three dollars apiece. 

Finally, through the intervention of Mr. Horatio 
Bridge, who privately becajne responsible to this more 
than prudent publisher for the attendant expense, the 
first series of stories was given to the world in per- 
manent form, aa a handful of disconnected composi- 
tions, under the general heading of " Twice-Told 
Tales." Possibly the title was suggested by that line,. , 
given to Lewis, the Dauphin, in " King John ; " — ■ 

" Life ia as tedioua as a twice-told talB." ^ 

About eight years after the first volume, a second 
one waa iasued; bat even this did not include all the 
productions of the early period, some of which have 
since been brought to ligbt. A few have perhaps es- 
caped notice. The present writ«r discovered in a mu- 
tilated copy of the " Token," for 1835, this entry 
among the contents: " Alico Doanc's Appeal. By the 
Aothot of ' The Gentle Boy.' " Only two pages of the 
story itself remainedj bnt they snfGced to show that 
the contribution was one which had previously found no 
jilaae ia the coUceted works. A complete copy having 
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With some difBculty beeu obtained, tlie akcteb in ques- 
tion WHS inclnded in the 12th volume of the Biversldfl 
edition of Hawthorne's works. 

" The Gentle Boj " pFohably did more for the au- 
thor's reputation than any other of the " Twice-Told 
Tales." Furthermore, as the volujne containiug it 
formed a link in hia acquaintance with Hiss Sophia A. 
Feabody, the lady whom he afterwards married, so that 
particular story itself was by her made the subject of 
a drawing, whiob now beuomes a matter of literary in- 
terest. A special edition of "The Gentle Boy" was 
published in 1839 : it was a thin, oblong quarto in 
paper covers, accompanied by an illustration engraved 
from Miss Peabody's outline drawing. This edition, 
now so tare as almost to have passed out of existence, 
contained a brief preface by Hawthorne, in which he 
said : " The tale, of which a new edition is now offered 
to the public, was among the earliest efforts of its au- 
thor's pen; and, little noticed on its first appearance in 
one of the annnals, appears ultimately to have awak- 
ened the interest of a larger nnraber of readers tlum 
any of his subsequent productions; ■ . . there are sev- 
eral among the ' Twice-Told Tales ' which, on repe- 
rusal, aSect bim less pabf uHy with a sense of imperfect 
and ill-wrought conception tl'"" ' The Gentle Boy.' 
But the opinion of many . . . compels liim to the con- 
clusion that nature here led him deeper into the uni- 
versal heart than art lias been able to follow." A let- 
ter from Hawthorne to Longfellow, referring to tha 
first volume of the tales, contains another remark of 
general interest : "I have another great difficulty in 
the lack of materials ; for I have seen so bttle of the 
vorld that I have nothing but tUn oji: U> nomifit^'ro^ 
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etories of. . . . Sometimes, through a peep-hole, I 
cauglit a glimpse of the renl world, and the tw 
three articles in which I have portrayed these glin 
please me belter than the others." 

" The Toll-Gatherer's Day," evidently derived fi 
minate observation of the trafBc on a, bridge 
Salem; and "Little Annie's Ramble," which is said 
have had (or its heroine a child from Teal life, were 
peibaps placed by the Author in this favored category. 

The paper entitled " A Sunday at Home " was based 
OD a meeting-house, near the birthplace in Union 
Street, cooeermog which Hawthorne's surviving sister 
writes to the editor : " It never had a steeple, nor a 
clock, nor a bell, nor, of course, au organ. . . . But 
Hawthorne bestows all these incitements to devotion to 
atone for his own pcrsunal withdrawal from such in- 
flnencea. It was from the house on Herbert Street 
that he saw what he deBcribes." But, like " The Seven 
Vagabonds " (founded on a. trip which the Author made 
through pnrt of Connecticut), such piecea as are most 
tinged with actuality have not interested readers so 
much aa tbe pure invention of " David Swan," or the 
weird coloring of those haJf-hiatorio records, the " Le- 
gends of the Province House." 

Nevertheless, looked at closely, and with due know- 
ledge of the accompanying facts of Hawthorne's life at 
the time,"- the whole collection affords, besides the dis- 
tinct imaginative pleasure to be got from it, valuable 
intimations as to Hawthorne's development during the 
first decade of his career as an author. 

G. P. L. 



1 Sae ^ Stad^ of Sawilarm, Chapter IV. 
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l^gHHE Author of Twice-told Tales has a clum to 1 
K^B^ ODD distinctiou, which, as aoiie of bis Itterai; < 
BIIBbi bretkren will care about disputing it with bim, 
he need not be afraid to mentioiL Ha was, for a good I 
many years, the obscurest man of letters in America. 

These storiea were published in Magazines aud Annual b, 
extending over a period of tea or twelve jeats, and com. 
prising the whole of the writer's yooug manhood, without 
making (so far as he has ever been aware) the slightest 
_ impression on the Public. One or two among them — 
the Rill raoa tub Tows Pdmf, in perhaps a grqater I 
degree than any other — had a pretty wide newspaper ' 
circulation ; as for the rest, he has no grounds for sup- 
posing, that, on their first appearance, tbey met with the 
good or evil fortune to be read by anybody. Through- 
out the time above speciSed, he bad no incitement to 
literary effort in a. reasonable prospect of reputation or 
profit i nothing but the pleasure itself of composition, — 
■n enjoyment not at oU smufl in ita vtvi, ; 
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essential to the merit of tte work in hand, huf' 
the long TOU, will hardlj keep the chill out of a 
heartj or the numbness out of his fingers. To tbia ti 
tal luck of sjmpathj, at ihe age when his mind woiild ■ 
natuiaUj have been most effervescent, the Pnbhc o 
it (and it is certainly an effect not to be regretted, on 
either part), that tbe Author can show nothing for the 
thought and industry of that portion of his life, save the 
forty sketches, or thereabouts, included in these volumes. 
Much more, indeed, he wrote ; and some very small part 
of it might jet be ni mm aged out (but it would mat be 
worth the trouble) among the dingj pages of fifteen-or- 
twenty-year-old periodicalsj or within Ihe shabby mo- 
rocco covers of faded Souvenirs. The remainder of the 
works, alluded to, had a very brief existence, but, on the 
score of brilliwicy, enjoyed a fate vastly superior to that 
of their brotherhood, which succeeded in gettiug through 
the press. In a word, the Author burned them without 
mercy or remorse, and, moreover, without any subsequent 
regret, and had more thaa one occasion to marvel that 
such very dull stuff, aa he knew his condemned manu- 
scripts to be, shoidd yet have possessed infiammability 
enough to set the chimney on fire ! 

After a long while, the first collected volume of the 
Tales was published. By tills time, if the Author hod 
ever been greatly tormented by Uterajy i^mUtion (wluch 
he does not remember or believe to have been the case), 
it must have perished, beyond resuscitation, in the dearth 
' nutriment. This was fortunate j for the success of 
volume was not such as would have gratified ft erav- 
'desiTB for notorwty. A moderate edition was " got 




nd of" (to nae the Publislier'a very aigniflcant plirase] 
witLitt a reasonatie time, but apparentlj witliout 
ing the writer or hia proiluctious raueh more generally 
known than before. The great bulk of tbe reading Pub- 
lic probably ignored tbe Look altogetliur. A few per- 
sons read it, and liked it better tban it deaer^d. 
an interval of three or four years, tbe second volume 
published, and encountered much tte same sort of kindly, 
but calm, aud very limited reception. Tlie cirenlation 
of the two volumes was oMeily conftned to New England ; 
nor was it until long after tliis period, if it even yet be 
tbe case, that the Author could regurd himself aa address- 
ing the American Publie, or, indeed, any Public at alL 
He was merely writing to his known or uaknown Mends. 

As he glances over these long-forgotten pages, and con- 
aders his way of life, while composing them, the Author 
can very clearly discern why all this was so. After so 
many sober years, he would have reasons to be ashamed 
if he could not critieise his own work as fairly a: 
man's; and, though it is little bis business nnd perbap* ' 
still less his interest, he can hardly resist a temptation to ' 
achieve soTuething of the sort. If writers were allowed ^ 
to do so, and would perform the task with perfect s 
cerity and unreserve, their opinions of their own produc- 
tions would often be more valuable and instructive than 
the works themselves. 

At all events, there can be no harm in the Author'* 
remarkiug, that be ruther wonders how the Twice-told 
Tales should have gained what vogue they did, thaa < 
that it was so little and so gradual. They have the p 
tint of flowers that blossomed iii Uwi tc^ix^ % 
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— the coolness of a meditative habitj whioh diffiuei 
itself throngh the feeling and observation of every 
sketch. Instead of passion, tlicre is sentiment ; and, 
even in what pnrport to be pictures of actual life, we 
have allegorj, not always so wannlj dressed in its habiK- 
ments of flesh and blood, as to be taken into the reader's 
mind without a shiver. Wliether from lack of power, 
or an unconquerable reserve, the Anther's touches have 
often an efiect of tamenosa ; the merriest man can hardly 
contrive to laugh at his broadest humor ; the iBndereat 
woman, one would suppose, will hardly shed warm tears 
at his deepest pathos. The book, if you would see any- 
thing in it, rer[uire3 to be read in the clear, brown, twi- 
light atmosphere in which it was written ; if opened in 
e sunshine, it is apt to look exceedingly Uke a Tolume 

Kof blank pages. 

With the foregoii^ characteriatica, proper to the pro- 
ductions of a person in retirement (which happened to 
be the Author's category at the time), the book is devoi^ 
of others that we should qnite as naturally look for. The 
sketehes are not, it is hardly necessary to say, profound ; 
but it is rather more remarkable that they so seldom, if 
ever, show any design on the writer's part to make them 
BO. They have none of the abstmsencss of idea, or ob- 
scnrily of expression, which mark the written communi- 
cations of a solitary mind with itself. They never need 
translation. It is, in factj the style of a man of sociely. 
Every sentence, so far as it embodies thought or senai- 
bility, may be understood and felt by anybody who wUi 
^ve himself the trouble to read it, and will take up the 

^oot ia a proper mood. 
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Thia statemGut of apparetitl j opposite peculiarities leads 
as to a perception of what the Hketchea tmlj are. They 
are not the talk of a secluded maa with his own mind and 
heart (had it been so, they could hardly have failed to be 
more deeply and perraaneatlj valuable), but his attempts, ' 
and very imperfectly successful ones, to open an iutei^ I 
course with the world. 

The Author would regret to be understood as speaking a 
sourly or querulously of the slight mark made by his earlier I 
literary efforts ou the Publia at large. It is so far the I 
contrary, that he has been moved to write tlda Pre^e, J 
chiefly as affording him an opportunity to express hoT I 
much enjoyment he has owed to these volumes, both 'I 
before and since their pubhcalion. They are the 
morials of very tranquil and not unhappy years. They J 
ftiiled, itia true, ^ nor could it have been otherwise,— 
winningan estenaivc popularity. Occasionally, however, I 
when he deemed them entirely forgotten, a paragraph or I 
an article, from a native or foreign critic, would gratify i 
his instincts of authorsliip with unexpected praise, - 
generous praise, indeed, and too httlc alloyed with cen^ 
sure, which, therefore, he learned the better to inflict 
upon himself. And, by the by, it is a very suspicious 
symptom of a deficiency of the popular demeut in a book, 
when it calls forth no harsh criticism. This has been 
particularly the fortune of the Twicb-iold Tales, They ] 
made no enemies, and were eo UtUe known and talked ] 
about, that those who read, and chanced to like them, 
were apt to conceive the sort of kindness for the book 
which a person naturally feels for a discovery of his own. 

Thia kindly feeling (in aovaa cas£a el \sa^ «;ti:se&si^ J 



to the Author, who, on the intenml eTidence of liis 
sletclies, came to ba regarded as a mild, shy, gentle, 
melanobolic, exceedingly aensitive, and not Terj forcible 
nmn, hiding his blushes 'under an assumed name, Ihe 
qnaintnesa of which was supposed, somehow or other, to 
BjmboliKe his peraoual aud Kterarj traits. He [a bj no 
means certain that some of his subseqaeut productions 
have not been influenced and modified b j a natural desire 
to til! up so amiable an outline, and to act in consonance 
with the charneter assigned to him ; nor, CTen now, coidd 
he forfeit it, without a few tears of tender sensibility. 
To conclude, however, theae volumes have opp:ied the 
iray to most agreeable associations, and to Che formation 
of imperishable friendships ; aud there are many goldea 
threads, interwoven with bis present happiness, which he 
can follow up more or less directly, until be finds their 
commencement here ; so that his pleasant pathway among 
realities seems to proceed out of the DreamlMid of his 
youth, and to be bordered with just enough of its shad- 
owy foliage to shelter hira from the heat of the day. He 
is therefore satisfied with what the Twice-told Taxes 
have done for him, and feels it to be far better than fame. 

Lbhox, JanuHiy II, ISGl. 
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TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



THE GBAY CHAMPION. 

laBHHEKE was once a time when New England 
^^^^ groaned under the Eiclual pressure of heavier 
^^^g| wrongs than those threatened ones whicli 
httiught oa the Bevolntion. James n., the bigoted 
successor of Charles the Voluptuous, had anuulled the 
charters of all the colonies, and sent a haish and un|)ria- 
cipled soldier to teke awa<r our liberties and endanger 
our religion. The administration of Sir Edmund Aadroa . 
lacked scarcely a single characteristic of tyranny : a 
Governor and Council, holding oIBch from tlie King, 
and wholly independent of the country ; laws made and ( 
taxes levied without concurrence of the people, imme- 
diate or by their representatives; the rights of private 
citizens violated, and the titles of all landed property ' 
declared void ; the voice of complaint stifled by resti ' 
tiona on the press ; and, finally, disaffection overawed by 
the first hand of mercenary troops that ever marched on 
our free soil, Eor two years our ancestors wwa twjV-ai. 
sullen aubmission by that fital We ■w\a^\ia4.\'w«si^'^ 
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Becored (heir allegiitncB to the mother ootrntry, whether 
its head chanced to lie a Pariiament, Protector, or Popish 
Monarch. Till these evU times, however, such allegiance 
had been merely nominal, and the colonists had ruled 
themselves, enjoying far more freedom than is even jet 
the pririlege of the native snhjects of Great Britain. 

At length n mnior reached our shores that the Pi-inoe 
. of Orauge had ventured on an enterprise the success of 
, which would be the triumph of civil and religious rights 
and the salvation of New England. It was but a doubt- 
ful whisper; it might be false, or the attempt might fail; 
and, in either case, the man that stirred against King 
James would lose Ina head. Still, the intelligence pro- 
duced a marked effect. The people smiled mysteriously 
in the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors; 
while, far and wide, there was a subdued and silent agita- 
tion, as if the slightest signal would rouse the whole land 
from ifa slavish despondency. Aware of their danger, 
the mlera resolved to avert it by an imposing display of 
strength, axii perhaps to confirm their despotism by yet 
harsher measures. One afternoon in April, 1639, Sir 
Edmund Androa and his favorite councillors, being warm 
with wine, assembled the redcoats of the Governor's 
Guard, and made their appearance in the streets of 
Boston. The sun was near setting when tie march 
commenced. 

The roll of the drum, at that unqniet crisis, seemed 
to go through the streets, less as the martial music of 
the soldiers, than as a muster-call to the inhabitants 
themselves. . A multitude, by various avenues, assem- 
bled in King Street, which was destined to be the scenfi 
nearly a century afterwards, of another encounter be- 
tireen the troops of Brit-iuu and a people struggling 
^aSast ber tyrimaj. Though more tliau siity jears tuid 
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dt^ned since the Pilgrims aome, tliis crowd of their 
desceudantB still showed the strong and sombre features 
of their character, perhaps more strikingly in Euoh a 
stern emergency than on happier occasions. There were 
the sober gurb, the general severity of mien, the gloomy , 
but undismayed expression, the Scriptural forma of speech,! M 
and the confidence in HeaTen'a blessing on a righteouai ■ 
cause, which would have marked a band of the origioolm 
Puritans, when threatened by some perfl of the wildec-l'l 
ness. Indeed, it wns uot yet time for the old spirit tol I 
be extinct ; since there were men in the street, that day 
who had worshipped there beneath the trees, before & I 
house was reared to the God for whom they had becomo 1 
exiles. Old soldiers of the Parliament were hero, loo, J 
smiling grimly at the thought, that their aged arms might 
strike another blow against the house of Stuart. Here, I 
also, wore the Teterans of King Phdip's war, who had \ 
burned villages and slaughtered youag and old, with i 
pious fierceness, while the godly souls throughout the I 
land were helping them with prayer. Several ministers I 
were scattered among the crowd, which, unlike all other I 
mobs, regarded them with such reverence, as if thera 
were sanctity in their very garmenta. These holy men 
exerted their influence to qitict the people, bat not to 
disperse them. Meantime, the purpose of the Governor, 
in disturbing the peace of the town, at a period when 
the shghtest commotion might throw the country into a 
ferment, was almost the universal subject of inquiry, and 
ve^ously explained. 

" Satan will strike his master-stroke presently," cried 
some, " because he kuoweth that his time is short. All 
oar godly pastors are to be dragged to prison! Wa 
shall see them at a Smithfield fire in King SUtfcV." 

Hereupon the people of eacli pajisk ga.\.\iCT^ OiHwa^j 
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round llieir minister, who looted calmly upwards 
ofismaed a more apustotic dignitj, aa well befitted a 
luindjdate for tlie higbest lioiior of bis profeasion, tlie 
crown of martyrdom. It was actuaily Smcied, at tliat 
period, tiiat NeMf Englaud might have a. John. Rogers 
of her own, to take the pliice of that worthy in the 
Primer. 

"The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St. 
Bartholomew ! " cried others. " We ore to be massacred, 
man and male child ! " 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although 
the wiser class believed the Governor's object somewhal 
less atrocious. His predecessor under the old chartet, 
Bradstreet, a venerable companion of the first settlers^ 
was known to be in town. There were gronnds for cou- 
jecturuig that Sir Edmund Andros iutended, st once, to 
strike terror, by a parade of mihtary force, and to con- 
found tbe opposite faction by possessing himself of their 
chief. 

" Stand firm for the old cbarter. Governor ! " fitoutcd 
the crowd, seizing upon tie idea, " The good old Gov- 
ernor Bradstreet ! " 

While this cry was at the loudest, the people were 

■ Bniprissd by the well-known figure of Governor Brad- 

■,^treet himself, a patriarch of nearly ninety, who appeared 

an the elevated steps of a door, and, with cbaracteiistJc 

mildness, besought them to submit to the constituted 

aulJiorities, 

"My children," concluded ilii' venerable person, "do 
nothing rnshij. Cry not aloud, bul pray for the wel&re 
of New England, and e)Lpect patiently what tbe Lord 
will do in this matter!" 

The event was soon to be decided. AH this time, the 
fol/ of tiie drum had been approacbiug tiiough CondiiH 
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louder and deeper, till with reTerberations from Lonsa T 
ta Louse, and the regular tramp of inartial footsteps, it I 
hnrst into the slTcct. A. double rank of soldiers mads J 
their appeaiance, occnpjmg the whole breadth of the I 
passage, with sliouldered m&tchlocks, and matches bui 
ing, so as to present a row of flres in the dust. Their 
Btead; march was like the progress of a machine, that | 
would roll irresiatihly Over everything in its way. 'Next, * 
moving slowly, with a confused cktlfir of hoofa o 
pavement, rode a party of mounted gentlemen, th( 
tral figure being Sir Edmund indroa, elderly, but erect 
and soldicr-likc. Those around him were his iavorite 
councillors, and the bitterest foes of New England. At 
his right hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy, 
that "blasted wretch," aa Cotton Mather calls bim, who 
achieved the downfall of our ancient government, and - 
was foEowed with a sensible curse, through life and to , 
his grave. On the other side was Bullivant, scattering - 
jests and mockery as he ro-dc along. Dudley a 
hind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he mightf, I 
to meet the indignant gaze of the people, who behe[d:<9 
liim, their only countryman by birtb, among the opprra*-' 
ors of his native land. The captain of a frigate in the 
harbor, and two or three civil officers under the Crown, 
were also there. Bnt the figute which moat attracted 
the public eye, and stirred up the deepest feeling, was 
ilie Episcopal clergyman of King's Chapel, riding haugh- 
tily among the magistrates in his priestly vestments, 
the fitting representatiyo of prelacy and persecution, the 
union of Church and State, and all those abominations 
which had. driven, the Puritans to the wildemeas. An. 
other guard of soldiera, in. double rank, brought up the 

The wtoleflcenewas apicWe dfeflti3i;SiS\a^i.<i'i'^'''* 
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I, and its nortl, the ieSoroaij of k 

Itdacanat growonl of the mtare of things and tba 
' " e people. On one side the religious mal- 
t, vilh tlieiT tad nsages and dirk attiTe, and a 
oAer. tbe groiqt of despotic nien, vitl) tiie Hi^^Clnirch- 
manin Uie mids^ and baesnd tbete a craciGs at ILni 
boaonu, all magnifieaitl; dad, floslied with vine, prood 
of m^wt anifaarilj, aod sccAng at the miirasal groan. 
And the mncoiafj Madias, waitmg htil the wotd b> 
ddngB the sinet infh Uood, dowed the onl; meaiiE b; 
^ntfa diedieacc eonld be tecored. 

"O Lord of Hosts," cried a roice amoag tk oowd, 
** proride a ChampwD for tfa J peo^!" 

^Iiia qandatkn waa loodl; ntteted, and acrvied as a 
henlf ■ crj, to intn^ice a icmarfcaUe penomgCL The 
crowd had itdled hatk, and were now huddled togdh^ 
aeadf at tiie extremilj of IIk street, while the addkia 
h^ advanced im more than a third of its lengOL "Om 
iBlCTTeaing^iacewasQiiptj, — a pared solitude, between 
lof^ edifices, which Uirew almost a twilight dudow ot« 
iL Saddenlf, there was seen the figure of an ancient 
man, who teemed to hare emerged from among the peo- 
ple, and was valkiug b; himself jlong the ccDtrr of the 
street, to coQ&ant the aimed band. He wore the old 
Puritan dress, a dail^ cloak aod a st«pple-crowiied bat, 
in the fasUon of at least fifl^ Tears before, with a hfatj 
sword npon his (high, bat a staff in his hand to assist the 
tnmnknis gait of age. 

When at souk distance frara the mnlcitade, the <dd 
nan huned slowly ronnd, displnjing a face of anti^nB 
majtsty, loidcxed doubly venerable h^ the hoary besid 
that desoended on his breast. He made a gestnie at 
w oi DDcoDr^cment and wanuDS, *^'^^ tnnvd *fl*"^ 
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" Who ia this gray patriarch ? " asked tie yonag men 
of tlicir sirea. 

" Who ia this veaerable brother P " asked the o\i men 
Bmong themselves. 

Bnt none couU. make reply. The fathers of the peo- 
ple, those of fourscore years and upwards, were dis- 
turbed, deeming it strange that they should forget one 
of snoh evident authority, whom they must have known 
in their eariy days, the associate of Winthrop, and ail 
the old eonncillors, giving laws, and nmking prayers, and 
leading them against the savage. The elderly men ought 
to have remembered liim, too, with locks as gray in their 
. yonth as their own were now. And the yonng ! How 
could he have passed so utterly from their memories, — 
that hoary sire, the relie of long-departed times, whose 
awful benediotion had surely been bestoired on their 
uncovered heads, in childhood P ■ 

" Whence did he come ? What is his pnrpose P 
Who can this old man beP" whispered the wondering 
crowd. 

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in hand, was 
pnrsnmg his solitary walk along the centre of the street. 
As he drew near the advancing soldiers, and as the toll 
of their drum came full upon iiis ear, the old man raised 
himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age 
seemed to fall from his shoulders, leaving him in gray 
hut nnbroken dignity. Now, he marehed onward with 
a warrior's step, keeping time to the mililary music. 
Thus the aged form advanced on one side, and the whole 
' parade of soldiers and magistrates on the other, till, when 
scarcely twenty yards remained between, the old raan 
grasped his staff by tlie middle, and held it befom him 
like a leader's truncheon. 

"Siottd! " cried he. 
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Thn tT"- fx* ^"^i **"' *<<l«iila of namnuuid; tbs 

unu, Jul warlike ]ieiii at Ibnl imn, fit dtlier 
Wl ill \U iMllli^-liclil or li» niiPii In God i 
M'lifii iriiuiiililik- .M llis uM iinui'a word 
fiUvh-.ltixl onii, tliu i»ll uf llie dmiii wu liuslied nt once, 
unit lliu o.ltuiuiug liuu ilKod iilill. A Ircmtilous cnthn- 
uiMu ><ju.nl ii|HUi UiD iiiHltiluiti<, TliKt. sUlcl; form. 
cdiMltiulti^ li\i leMilrr ami llie Mlul. mi grwf, so diuitj 
IMH. m swill (w nuoieul bmU, ooiilJ oulj beluiig lo some 
0|t) phiiwiiiou uf tlw rightHnia wia^ whum tlio oppress. 
(It's \\\\m\ Im,I j\i"i»ii>i.e,l (Vwin liis grkn. Tliey nuwd 
u )iHt4itu. Mul Kxikrd for the deliv- 

i"> g^iillKiiieii of tiis pnriy, por- 
i\.> ^'"iii;lil 111 lui iuke\|>K>t(Hl Mniid, 

iiiiii iiiriLl) un>i.«ul. na if iWj WMuld liBVB jiresscd 
* thi'ii' swUiu^ Mti (itlt'igliird liDi^iM riglit against tho 
Lmn ijumiilinu. U«S ■ '>**»«»'"'. lOwiohed not a step, 
but gUucina hia *tni« n'Yii Touml tbo group, nhiob 
luM «um>u>)iM'mI liiia. »l lul bc4it H attraiy uit Sir 
t^uuJ Auiteitt. Oi» vnM have Ihuti^t ibM tbo 
<Uik i^M uuiu WW cktrj TUlra tbtni, mhI thai tlir Gor- 
OIUW iiu4 CVuumI, WiLK suhtHMB ■) itmr bHck, repns 
KUtitV (tw wb.>)v )fuytw luul ttuibortljr of the Crown, 
)M(I n^^ klVwtuttiti^ but obctlicucai. 

-AVUt •JvWA llus ^Jd Hetlow tiN«^" rrieJ Ednwd 
tUuvUfK ^xnt^- "llu.Sir KdwuiKll Kd Ibe a 
iWis (i>t»M^ Mki) )[ive IW i^otwil the muw chokr t* 
Jim h'iyi; <tU hi* wWit^WVUk — to *lwwl »*Jd« «1 
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DoubtlesB, lie thinks to pat us down with a 
proclamation in Old Noll's name ! " 

"Are you mad, old man?" demanded Sir Edmund 
Andros, in loud and harali tones. " How dare jou stay 
the march of King J«mes'a Governor ? " 

" I liave stayed the march of a king himself, ere now," 
replied the gray figure, with stem composure. "I am 
here. Sir Governor, because the cry of an oppressed 
people hath disturhed me in mj secret place; and be- 
seeching this fayor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouch- 
safed me to appear once again on earth, in the good 
old cause of his saints. And what spealc ye of James? 
There ia no longer a Popiah tyrant on the throne of 
England, and by to-morrow noon his name shall be a 
byword in this very street, where ye would make it a 
word of terror. Back, thou that waat a Governor, back 1 
"With this night thy power is ended, — to-morrow, the 
prison ! — back, lest I foretell the scaffold ! " 

The people had been drawing nearer and nearer, and 
drinking in the words of their champion, who spoke in 
accents long disused, like one unaccustomed to converse, 
Mcept with the dead of many years ago. But his voice 
stirred their souls. They confronted the soldiers, not 
wholly without arms, and ready to convert the very 
stones of the street into deadly weapons. Sir Edmnnd 
Andros looked at the old man ; then he cast his hard and 
cmei eje over the multitude, and beheld them burning 
with that lurid wrath, so difficult to kindle or to quench ; 
and again he iiied his gaze on the aged form, which 
stood obscurely in on open space, where neither friend 
nor foe had thrust himself. What were his thoughts, he 
uttered no word which might discover. But whether 
flie oppressor were overawed by the Gva.'^ CVwsfijvsii'i 
look, or perceived his peri in ftia teeaiama^ aM6&»&£. '? 
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the people, it is cettittn that he gave back, and ordered 
his soldiers to commence a slow and guarded retreat. 
Before another sunset, the Goveraor, and all that rode sa 
proudlj with him, were prisoners, and long ere it was 
bLown that James had abdicated, Kiiig William was pro- 
claiined throughout New England. 

But where was the Graj Champion ? Some reported, 
that when the troops had gone from King Street, and 
the people were thronging tumnltuoualj in their rear, 
Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a 
form more aged than hb own. Others soberly affirmed, 
that wLEe thej marvelled at the venerable grandeur of 
his aspect, the old man had iaded from their ejes, melting 
slowly into the hues of twilight, till, where he stood, 
there was an empty space. But all agreed that the 
hoaiy shape was gone. The men of that generation 
watched for Lis reappearance, ia sunshine and in twi- 
light, hut never saw him more, nor knew when his fune- 
nJ passed, nor where his graveatone was. 

And who was the Gray Champion ? Perhaps his name 
might be fonnd in the records of that stem Conrt of Jus- 
tice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the age, 
but glorious in all after times, for its humbling lesson to 
the monarch and its high example to the subject. 1 have 
heard, that whenever the descendants of the Puritans are 
to show the spirit of their sires, the old man appears 
again. "When eighty years had passed, he walked once 
more in King Street. Five years Inter, in the twilight 
of an April morning, he stood on the green, beside the 
meeting-house, at Lexington, where now the obelisk of 
granite, with a slab of slate inlaid, commemorates the 
first fallen of the Revolution. And when our fathers 
tre/ie toiling at the breastwork on Bunker's Hill, all 
through that n^ht the old warrior walked his rounds. 
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LoDg, long may it be, ere he comes again ! His hour is 
one of darkness, and adveraitj, and peril. But should 
domestic ^aiinj oppress ua, or the invader's step pol- 
lute our soil, still may the Gray Champion come, for he 
is the type of New Eng^land's hereditary spirit, and his , 
shadowy march, on the eve of danger, must ever be the i 
pledge that New Eogland's sons will vindicate their i 





SUNDAY AT HOME. 

m^^VTi;ilY Sabbatli corning in the sunucer time I 
i^^M thrust back the curUiu, to watch the sunrisB 
^i^^i stealrag down a. Bleeple, wMcii sta.uds opposite 
mj chamber-window. First, the weatliercock bcgina to 
flttsh ; thorij a fainter liutre gires the spire an airj aspect ; 
next it encroaches on the tower, and causes the indei of 
the dial to glisten like gold, as it points to the gUded fig- 
ure of the hour. Now, the loftiest window gleams, and 
now the lower. The carved framework of the portal 
is marked strongly out. At length, the morning glory, 
in its descent from lieaTen, comes down the stone steps, 
one by one ; and tbere stands the steeple, glowing witt 
fresh radiance, wliile the shades of twilight still hide 
themselves among the nooks of tlie adjacent buildings. 
Methinks, though tlie sajne sun brightens it ever; fair 
morning, yet the steeple has a jieculiar robe of brightness 
for the Sabbath. 

By dwelling near a churcli, a person soon contracts an 
attachment tor the edifice. We naturally personify Jt, 
and conceive its massive walls and its dim emptiness h> 
be instinct with a calm, and nieditative, and somewhat 
melancholy spirit. But the steeple stands foremost, in 
our thoughts, as well as locally. It impresses ua as a 
jiiantj with a mind comprehensive and ilisiMiminnting 
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euougli to care for the great and small concerns of nil tlie 
town. Hoarlj, while it apealta a moral to the few that 
think, it reminds thousands of busy indiTiduals of their 
separate and most secret aSairs. It is the steeple, too, 
that flings abroad the hurried and irregular accents of 
general alarm ; neither have gladness and featiritj found 
a better utterance, than, bj ita tongue; and when the 
dead are slowly passing to their home, the steeple bos 
a melancliolj voice to bid them welcome. Tet, in spite 
of this connection with hnman. interests, what a moral 
loneliness, on week-days, broods round about its stately 
height I It has no kindred with the houses above which 
it towers; it looks down into the narrow thoroughfare, 
the lonelier, because the crowd are elbowing tlieir passage 
at ita base. A gkuce at the body of the church deepens 
this impraaaioQ, "Within, by the light of distant win- 
dows, amid refracted shadows, we discern the vacant pews 
and empty galleries, the silent oi^an, the voiceless pulpit, 
and the clock, which tells to solitude bow time is pass- 
ing. Time, — where man lives not, — what is it but eter- 
nity P And in the church, we might suppose, are garnered 
up, throughout the week, all thoughta and feelings that 
have reference to eternity, until the holy day comes roiuid 
again, to let them forth. Might not, then, its more ap- 
propriate site be in the outskirts of the town, with space 
for old trees to wave around it, and throw their solemn 
shadows over a quiet green ? "VTe will say more of this, 
hereafter. 

But, on the Sabbath, I watch the earliest sunshine, and 
fancy that a hoher brightness marks the day, when there 
shall be no buzz of voices on the exchange, nor traffic ' 
the shops, nor crowd, nor business, anywhere but at 
church. Many have fancied ~ 

whether I see it scattered doNfa amm 
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DT beaming broad across the fidds, or hemmed in between 
brick buildings, or tracing out the figure of the casement 
on my chamber-floor, still 1 recognize the Sabbath 
shine. And ever let me recognize it ! Some illusiouB, 
and this among Ihem, are the shadows of great truths. 
Doubts maj flit around me, or seem to close their evil 
wings, and settle down ; but so long as I imagine that the 
earth is hallowed, and the light of heaven retains its 
sanctity, on the Sabbath, — while that hlesaed suusHne 
lives within me, —never can my soul Lave lost the in- 
atinot of ita faith. If it have gone astray, it will return 

I love to spend such pleasant Sabbaths, from morning 
till night, behind the curtain of mj open window. Are 
they spent amiss? Every spot, so near the chufch as to 
be visited by the circling shadow of the steeple, should 
be deemed consecrated ground, to-day. With stronger 
truth bo it said, that a devout heart may consecrate a 
den of thieves, as an evil one may convert & temple to 
the same. My heart, perhaps, has not such holy, nor, I 
would fain trust, such impious potency. It must suffice, 
that, though my form be absent, my inner man goes eon- 
Btantly to church, while many, whose bodily presence 
flUa the accustomed seats, lave left their souls at home. 
But I am there, even before my friend, the sexton. At 
length, he comes, — a man of kindly, but sombre aspect, 
in dark gray clothes, and hair of the same misture, — he 
comes and applies his key to the wide portal. Now my 
thoughts may go in among the dusty pews, or ascend 
the pulpit without sacrilege, but soon come forth again 
to enjoy the music of the bell. How glad, yet solemn 
too ! All the steeples in town are talking together, aloft 
m tie sannj ait, aoA rejoicing among themselves, while 
Heir spires point heavenward. Metmlinvc, Hcte ma tba 
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children assembling to tlie Sabb&tli school, which is kept 
somewhere within the church. Often, wliile looking at 
the aiched portal, I have been gladdened by tbe sight of 
a score of these little girls and bojs, in pink, blue, jel- 
low, and orimsou frocks, bursting suddenly forth into the 
sonshine, like a swarm of ga; butterflies that bad been 
shut up in the solemn gloom. Or I might compare them 
to cherubs, bauntkg tbat holy place. 

About a quarter of an hour before the second ringing 
of the bell, individuals of the congregation begin to ap- 
pear. The earliest is inyariably an old woman in. black, 
whose bent frame and rounded shouldera are eridentlj 
laden with some hearj affliction, which she ia eager to 
Teat upon the altar. Would that the Snbbath oame 
twice as often, for the sake of that sorrowful old soul ! 
There is an elderly man, also, who arrives in good sea- 
son, and leans against the comer of the tower, juat 
wilbin the line of its shadow, looking downward with a 
darksome brow. I sometimes fancy tbat the old woman 
is tbe happier of the two. After these, others drop in 
singly, and by twos and tbiees, either disappearing 
through the doorway or taking their stand iu its vicinity. 
At last, and always with an unexpected sensation, the 
bell turns in the steeple overhead, and throws out an 
irregular clangor, jarriug the tower to its foundation. 
As if there were magic in the sound, the sidewalks of 
the street, both up and down along, are immediately 
thronged with two long lines of people, all conveigii^ 
hitherword, and streaming into the church. Perhaps the 
far-off roar of a coach draws nearer, ^ a deeper thunder 
by its contrast with the surrounding stillness, — until it 
seta down the wealthy worshippers at the portal, among 
their humblest brethren. Beyond that eutitmce, YQ.fti.ii.ars 
at leut, there are ao dislinotitnia ot eaifti^ rasik-, -a-^n. 
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indeed, bj the goodly apparel wlxich is flaunting in tba 
Bnn, would Ihere seem to fae sucli, on the hither aide. 
Those pretty girls ! Why will they disturb Jiiy pious 
meditations 1 Of all days in the week, they should strive 
to look least fiisciuating on the Sabbath, instead of hei^t' 
euing their mortitl loveliness, as if to rival the blessed 
HBgels, and keep our thoughts from heaven. Were I 
the minister himself, I must needs look. One girl is 
white muslin from the waist upwards, and black silk 
downwards to her slippers; a second blushes from top- 
knot to shoetie, one universal scarlet ; another sliiues of 
a pen'ading yellow, as if she had made a garment of tbe 
sunshiue. The greater part, however, have adopted a 
milder cheerfulness of hue. Their veils, eapeeiallj when 
the wind raises them, give a lightness to tJie general ef- 
fect, and make them appear like airy phantoms, as thej 
flit up the steps, and vanish into the sombre doorway. 
Nearly all — though it is very strange that I should 
know it — wear white stockings, white as saow, and neat 
slippers, iaced crosswise with black ribbon, pretty high 
above the ankles. A wkite stocking is infinitely more 
effective than a black one. 

Here comes the clergyman, slow and solenin, iu severe 
simplicity, needing no black silk gown to denote his 
office. His aspect claims mj reverence, but cannot win 
my love. Were I to picture Saint Peter, keeping fast 
the gale of heaven, and frowning, more stern than piti- 
ful, on the wretched applieauts, that face should be mj 
study. By middle age, or sooner, the creed has gener- 
ally wrought upon the heart, or been attempered by it. 
As the minister passes into the church, the bell holds its 
iron tongue, and all the low murmur of the congregation 
dies awaj. The gray sexton looks up and down the 
street, and theu at my window-curtBia, i;lie«, through 
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mall peephole, I half fancy that he has oangh' 
eje. Now, every loiterer has gone in, and the street lies 
asleep in the quiet san, while a feeling of lonelinesa 
comes CTcr me, and hrings also an uneasj sense of neg- 
lected privileges and duties. 0, I onght to have gone 
to ohnrch I The hustle of the rising congregation reaches 
my ears. They are standing np to pray. Could I bring *i 
my heart into nnison with those vfho are praying in yon- . 
der ohureh, and lift it heavenward, with a fervor of sup- 
plication, hut no distinct request, would not that be the 
safest kind of prayer? "Lord, look down upon me in. 
mercy ! " With that sentiment gnshiag from my soul, 
blight I not leave all the rest to Hira P 

Hark ! the hymn. This, at least, is a portion of the 
service which I can enjoy better than if I sat within the 
walls, where the full choir and the massiye melody of 
the organ, would fali with a weight npon me. At this 
distance, it thrills through my &anie, and plays upon my 
heartstrings, with a pleasure both of the sense and spirit. 
Heaven be praised, I know nothing of music, as a scienoo ; 
and the most elahorate harmonies, if they please me, , 
please as simply as a nurse's lullaby. The strain has 
ceased, hut prolongs itself in my mind, with fanciful i 
echoes, till I start from my rcTcry, and find that the 
sermon has commenced. It ia my misforlnne seldom to 
fructify, in a regular way, by any hut printed sern 
The first strong idea, which the preacher utters, gives 
birth to a train of thonght, and leads me onward, step hy 
step, quite out of hearing of the good man's voice, nnless j 
he be indeed a son of thunder. At my open window, 
catching now and then a sentence of the " parson's saw," 
I am as well situated as at the foot of the pulpit atairs, 
The broken and scattered fragmcuts of this one diaoouraa i 
will he the texts of many sermona, ■pieacWi \i^ 'CwaW'S 
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colleague pustors, — colleagues, but often disputantSj - 
my Mind and Heart. The former pretends to be b 
scholar, and perplexes me with doctrinal points ; the 
latter takes me on the score of feeling; and hotli, liko 
aeveral other preacliers, spend tlieir ati'engtli to very 
little purpose. I, their sole auditor, c&tmot always un- 
■ derstand them. 

Suppose that a few hours have passed, and hehold me 
still behind mj curtain, just before the close of the after- 
noon service. The hour-band on the dial has passed 
beyond foar o'clock. The declining sun is hidden behind 
the steeple, and throws its shadow straight across the 
street, so that my chamber is darkened, as with a chadl. 
Aroond the chnrcb-door tdl is solitude, and an impene- 
trable obscurity beyond the thresliold. A commotion is 
heard. The seats arc slammed down, and the pew-doors 
thrown back, — amultitudeoffeet are tnutiplmg along the 
tmseen aisles, — and the congregation bursts suddenly 
through the portal. Foremost, scampers a rabble of boys, 
behind whom moTes a dense and dark phalanx of grown 
men, and lastly, a crowd of females, with young children, 
and a few scattered hiisbiinds. This instantaneous out- 
break of life into loneliness is one of tbe jileasantest scenes 
of the day. Some of the good people are rubbing their 
eyes, thereby intimating that they hare been wrapped, as 
it were, in a sort of holy trance, by the fecror of their 
devotion. There is a young man, a tliird-rale coxcomb, 
whose first care is always to flourish a white handker- 
chief, and brush the seat of a tight pair of black silk pan- 
taloons, which shine as if varnished. They must have 
been made of the stuff calTed " cverlastmg," or perhaps of 
the same piece as Christian's garmeuts m the Pilgrim's 
■ Progress, for he put them on two summers ago, aiid has 
JHJ( jet woi-u the gloss oflt, X have taken a great liking 
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to those black silk pantaloons. But, now, with nods an( 
greetings among friends, eikeli natron takes her liusbaud' 
ann, and paces gravel; homeward, wLile tlic girls also 
flutter away, after arranging sniiaet walks witli their 
favored bachelors. The Sabbath eve is the eve of love. 
At length, the whole congregation is dispersed. No ; 
here, with faces as glossy as black satin, come two sable 
kdies and a sa,blB gentleman, «nd close in their rear the 
minister, who softens his severe visiige, and bestows a- 
kind word on each. Poor aoula ! To them the most 
captivating picture of bliss in heaven is^ — "There wb 
sludl he white ! " 

All is solitude again. 'But, hark! — a broken warbling 
of voices, and now, attuning its grandeur to their sweet- 
ness, a fltately peal of the organ. Who are the choris- 
ters ? Let Die dream that the angels, who came dowa 
from heavec, this blessed morn, to blend themselves with 
the worship of the truly good, are playing and singing 
their farewell to the earth. On the wings of that rich 
melody they were home upward. 

This, gentle reader, is merely a flight of poetry. A few 
of the singing men and singmg women had lingered behind, 
their fellows, and raised their voices fitfully, and blew 
a careless note upon the organ. Tet, it lifted my soul 
higher than all their former strains. They are gone, — 
the sons and daughters of music, — and the gray sexton is 
just closing the portal. Tor sis days more, there will be 
no face of man in the pews, and aisles, and galleries, nor 
a voice in the pidpit, nor music in the choir. Was it j 
worth while to rear this maaaive edifice, to be a desert io 
the heart of the town, and populous only for a few hours ' 
of each seventh day P O, but the church is a symbol of ' 
religion I May its site, which was consecrated c 
day when the first tree was felled, he ke^t tioVs Issw^'m, j 
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a spot of solitude and peace, amid the trouUe and Yanitj 
of our week-day world ^ *fhere is a moral, and a religion 
ioo, even in the silent walls. And mi^ the steeple still 
point heavenward, and be decked with the hallowed sun- 
shine of the Sabbath mom! 




THE -WEDDING KNELL. 



lBlll|HEltE is a, certain church in the city of NeT J 
^■M York, which I have alwiija regarded with pfc M 
^1^^ cuUar intereat, on account of a marriage thetti 
solemnizedj under very singular ciroiutiataiices, in 
grandmother's girlhood. That veuerahlo lady chanced 1 
to be a spectator of the scene, aud ever after made it her ( 
favorite narrative. Whether the edifice now atauding cm A 
the same site be the identical one to which she referred, J 
I iim not antiquarian enough to know; nor would it 
worth while to correct myself, perhaps, of an agreeable I 
error, by reading the date of its erection on the tablrt.J 
over tlie door. It ia a stately church, surrounded by w 
enoloaure of the loveliest green, within which appeae 1 
nras, pilkrs, obelialcs, aud other forms of iriouiuneutsiL. I 
marble, the tributes of private affection, or more splendid ( 
memorials of historic dust, With sucli a place, tho 
thu tumult of the city roUa beneath its tower, one wi 
be willing to connect some legendary interest. 

The marriage might he considered as the result ol 
early engagement, though tliere had been two interme- ' 
diflte weddings on the lady's part, and forty years of 
celibacy on that of the gentleman. At Bixty-five, Mr. 
EUeiiwood was a shy, hut not quite a secluded n 
selfish, like all men who brood uvei ttieii i^tw\iEa3ift» 
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yet manifesting, on rare occaaiona, a vein of generona 
sentiment ; a acliolar, througbout life, thougli always tm 
indolent one, because his stndies had no definite object, 
eitlier of public advantage or personal ambition; a gen- 
tleman, high bred and fastidiously delicate, yet sometimes 
requiring a considerable relaxation, in Ms behalf, of the 
common rules of society. In truth, there were so loany 
anomaKes in his character, and, though sbrinking with 
diseased sensibility from public notice, it bad been his 
fatality so often to become tbe topic of the day, by some 
wild eccentricity of conduct, that people searched bis 
lineage for an hereditary taint of insanity. But there 
was no need of this. His caprices had their origin in 
a mind that lacked the support of an engrossing purpose, 
and in feelings that preyed upon themselves, for want 
of otiier food. IE he were mad, it was the conse- 
quence, and not the eauae, of an aimless and abortive 
life. 

The widow was as complete a contrast to her third 
bridegroom,- in everything but age, as can well be con- 
ceived. Compelled to relinquish her first engagement, 
she had been united to a man of twice her own years, 
to whom she became an exemplary wife, and by whose 
death she was left in possession of a splendid fortune. 
A Southern gentleman, considerably younger than her- 
self, succeeded to her hand, and carried her to Charleston, 
where, after many uncomfortable years, she found herself 
again a widow. It would have been singnlar, if any 
uncommon delicacy of feeling had survived through such 
a life as Mrs, Dabney's ; it eonid not but be crushed and 
killed by her early disappointment, the cold duty of her 
first marriage, the dislocation of the heart's principles, 
consequent on a second union, and the unkinduess of hei 
Southern husband, which had inevit-ablj driven !ier to 
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connect tie idea of hia deatli wiUi that of her comfort. 
To be brief, sbe was that wisest, but iinloTeliest variety 
of womao, a philosopher, bearing troubles of the heart 
with equanimity, dispensing with all that should have 
been her happiness, and making the best of what re- 
mained. Sage in most matters, iJie widow was perhaps 
the mote aminble, for the one frailty that made her ridicu- 
lous. Being childless, she could not remain beautiful by ■ 
proxy, in tJie person ot n daughter j she therefore refuHetl ■ 
to grow old and ugly, on any consideration ; she strug- T 
gled with Time, and held fast her roses io spite of liim, J 
till the venerable thief appeared to iiave relinquished the I 
spoil, aa not worth the trouble of acquiring it. 

The approaching marriage of this woman of the world, I 
with such an unworldly man as Mr. Ellenwood, \ 
Qounccd soon after Mrs. Dabuey's return to ber uatim J 
city. Superfioia! obacrvers, and deeper on 
concur in supposing that the lady must have borne no ^ 
inactive part in arranging the affair ; there were ■ 
Biderations of expediency, which she would ha far more 
likely to appreciate than Mr. Ellenwood ; and there was 
just the specious phatitoni of sentiment and romance. In 
this late union of two early lovers, whieli sometimes I 
makes a fool of a woman, who has lost her true feeling* I 
among the accidents of life. All the wooder was, bow 'J 
the gentleman, with his lack of worldly wisdom, and i 
agonizmg consciousness of ridicule, could have been in- 
duced to take a measure at once so prudent and so 
langhable. But while people talked, the wedding-day 
arrived. The ceremony was to be solemnized according 
to the Episcopalian forma, and in open church, with a 
degree of publicity that attracted many spectators, who 
occupied the front seats of the galleries, and the pew* 
near the altar and along tho broad oialc. 



36 TWICE-TOLD TALES. 

airai^d, or possibly it was tlie cnatom of tie day, that 
the parties should proceed separataly to church. By 
some occidentj tiie bridegroom was a little less punctual 
than the widow and her bridal atteudauts; with wliose 
arrivalj after tliia tedious, but necessary preface, the 
actioa of OUT tale may be said to ootiimeacc. 

The clumsy wheels of several oM-fashioned conches 
were heard, aud the gentlemen and ladies, composing 
the bridal party, came thiisugh the church-door, with 
the sudden and gladsome effect of a burst of sunshine. 
The whole gronp, except the principal figure, was made 
up of youth and gayety. As they streamed up the broad 
aisle, while the pews and pillars seemed to brighten on 
either aide, their steps w«e as buoyant as if they mistook 
the church for a ballroom, and were ready to dance hand 
in hand to the altar. So brilUant was the speclacle, that 
few took notice of a singular phenomenon that had 
marked ifa entrance. At tie moment when the bride's 
foot touched the threshold, the bell swung heavily in tli5 
tower above her, and scut forth its deepest knell. The 
■ribrations died away and returned, with prolonged solem- 
nity, as she entered the body of the churti. 

" Good heavens ! what an omen I " whispered a young 
lady to her lover. 

"Oil mj honoDi" replied tic gentlemim, "I believa 
tie bell has the good taste to toll of its own accord. 
What has she to do with weddings ? If you, dearest 
Julia, were approacliing the altar, the bell would ring 
out ita merriest peal. It has only a funeral knell for 
lier." 

The bride, and most of her company, had been 

.too much occupied with the bustle of entrance, to 

ififl/- the first boding stroke of the bell. Or at least to 

ywtfeejf oa the siuguJarity of sucli a "Beloome to the 
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altar. They therefore contiaaed to adva^e, with, un- 
diminished gajetj. The gorgeous dresses of the time, 
the crimson velvet coats, the gold-laced hats, tho hoop 
pettiooats, the Bilk, satin, brocade, and embroiderj, the 
buokles, eaues, and awords, all displayed to the best 
advantage on persons suited to such Uner;, made the 
group appear more like a bright-colored picture than 
anything real. But hj what perversity of taate had the 
artist represented his principal figure as so ^vriidded 
and decayed, wlule yet lie had decked her out in tho 
brightest spleudor of attiro, as if the loveliest maiden 
had suddenly withered into age, and become a moral i 
to the beautiful around her! On they went, however, 
and had glittered along abont a third of the aisle, whea 
another stroke of the bell seemed to till the church, 
with a visible gloom, dimming and obscuring the bright 
pageant, till it shone forth again as &om a mist. 

This time the party wavered, stopped, and huddled 
doser together, while a slight scream was beard from 
some of t.be ladies, and a confused whispering among 
the gPutlGmcn. Tlius tossing to and fro, they might 
have been fauci&illy compared to a splendid hiinoh 
of flowers, suddenly shaken by a pu£E of wind, which 
threatened to scatter tho leaves of an old, brown, 
withered rose, on the same stalk with two dewy buds; 
such being the emblem of the widow between her lair 
young bridemaids. But her heroism was admirable. 
She had started with an irrepressible shudder, as if 
the stroke of the bell had fallen directly on her heart; 
then, recovering herself, while her attendants were 
yet in dismay, she took the lead, and paced calmly 
up the aisle. The bell continued to swing, strike, and 
vibrate, with the same doleful rcgulatit^, 3& Ni^iis^ %t 
corpse ii on its way to the tomb." 
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"My jouBg friends her* have their nervea a Utflo ' 
sbaVea," said the widow, with a smile, to the clergy- 
man at the altar. "But so many weddings liave been. 
nahered in with the merriest peal ot tlie belis, and yet 
turned out unhappily, that I shall hope for better ftir- 
tnne under snck different auspices." 

"Madam," answered the reetor, in great perplexity, 
"this strange occurrence brings to mj mind a marriagB 
sermon of the famous Bishop Taylor, 'wherein he min- 
gles so many thoughts of mortality and future woe, Ihat, 
to apeak somewhat after his owa rich style, he seeuis to 
Imng the bridal chamber in block, and cut the wedding 
garment out of a coffiu pall. And it has been the cus- 
tom of diTers nations to infuse something of sadness 
into their marriage ceremonies; so to keep death in 
mind, while contracting that engagement which is life's 
ohiefest business. Thus we may draw a sad but profita- 
ble moral from this funeral knell." 

But, though the clergyman might have pven hta 
moral even a keener point, he did not fail to despatch 
an attendant to inquire into the mystery, and stop those 
sonnds, so dismally appropriate to such a marriage. A 
brief space elapsed, daring which the silence was bro- 
ken only by whispers, and a few suppressed titterings, 
among the wedding party and the spectnlors, who, after 
the first shock, were disposed to draw an iil-nalorwi 
memmeal from the afiair. The young have less tiarity 
for aged follies than (he old for those of joutb. The 
widow's glance was observed to wander, for an instant, 
towards a window ot the chnrch, as if searching for the 
time-worn marble that she had dedicated to her first 
husband; then her eyelids dropped over their £ided 
orbs, and her thoughts were drawn irresistibly to an- 
ciier gnre. Two buried men. \rith * tvuee at her eau . 
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1 cry afar off, were oalliirg her to lie down h 
them. Perhaps, with momeDtarj troth of feeling, i 
thought how much happier had been her fate, if, aftat 
years of blias, the bell were now tolling for her fiinera"., 
and she were followed to the grave bj the old alTcctioftfl 
of her earliest lover, long her husband. But why 1 
she returned to him, when their cold hearts siirank froni) 
each other's embrace ? 

Still the death-bell tolled so moumfollj, that t 
sunshine seemed to fade iu the air. A wiiisper, ( 
mnnicated from those who stood nearest the windi 
now spread through the chnreh ; a hearse, with a t 
of several coadies, was creeping along the street, ( 
veying some dead man to the churchyard, while t 
bride awaited a living one at the altar. Immediate] 
after, the footsteps of the bridegroom and hi 
were heard at the door. Tlie widow looked down t 
aisle, and clinched the arm of one of her bridomaids 
her bony hand, with such nucousciuns yiolence, that tha] 
tail girl trembled. 

" You frighten me, my dear madam I " cried e 
"For HesTeu's sake, what is tho matter?" 

"Nothing, my dear, nothing," said the widow; then 
■whispering close to her ear, "There is a foolish faneyjl 
that I cannot get rid of I am expecting my hridoifl 
groom to come iuto the churcb, with my first two hiu 
bands for groomsmen 1 " 

"Look, look!" screamed the bridemnid. ""WTiat ii 
here ? The funeral ! " 

Aa she spoke, a dark procession paced into the church, i 
First came an old mau and woman, like chief mourners 
at a funeral, attired &om head to foot in the deepest 
black, all but their pale features and hoarj hair-, be 
leaning on a staff, and supporting \ict ie*^e^\V te«^ 
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with Ilia nerveless ami. Behind, appeared another, and 
another pair, as Gged, as black, and mournful as the 
first. As thej drew near, the widow recognized in 
everj fuce some trait of fonnBr friends, long forgotten, 
but now returning, u if from tbeir old graves, to warn 
Ler to prepare a abroud ; or, with purpose almost 
M unwelcome, to exhibit iLeir wrinkles and inflrmity, 
and claim her as their companion by the tokens of her 
own dccaj. Mouj a merry aight had sbe danced with 
them, in joutJi. And now, iu joyless age, she felt that 
SDOiB withered partner should request her hand, and all 
unite, in a dance of death, io the music of the funerd 
*beU. 

While these aged mourners were passing up the aisle, 
it was observed, that, from pew to pew, the spectators 
shuddered with irrepressible awe, as some object hitherto 
concealed by the interrening figures came full iu sight. 
Many turned away their faces; others kept a flrtd and 
rigid stare ; and a young girl giggled hysterically, and 
fitinted witb tbe laughter on ler lips. Wben the spectral 
procession approached tbe altar, eacb couple separated, 
and slowly diverged, till, in the centre, appeared a form, 
ttiat had been worthily ushered in witii all tliis gloomy 
pomp, the death knell, and the funeral. It was the 
bridegroom in his ahroud! 

No garb bat that of tbe grave could have befitted such 
a dealh-Iiko aspect ; the eyes, mdeed, had the wild gleam 
of a aepulcbral lamp ; all else was Gsed in the stem caim- 
ness which old men wear in the coffin. The corpse stood 
motionless, but addressed the widow in accents that 
seemed to melt into Ihe clang of the bell, which fell heav- 
ily on the air while he spoke. 

"Come, my bride!" snid those pale lips, "theheaiso 
1 J& read^. The sexton stands waiting tot na at, the dooi 
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of the tomb. Let ns he married; and then to 
coIEns ! " 

How shall the ■widow's hoTror be represented F It 
gave her the ghastlinesa of a deiid man's bride. Her 
youthful frieuds stood apart, shuddering at the mourners, 
the shrouded bridegroom, and herself; the whole scene 
expressed, by the strongest imagery, the vain struggle of 
the gilded vanitiea of this world, when opposed to age, 
infirmity, sorrow, and death. The awe-atmck silence was 
first broken by the clergyman. 

"Mr. Ellenwood," said he, soothingly, yet with some- 
what of authority, " yon are not well. Your mind haa 
been agitated by the unusual circumstances in whieh you 
are phiced. The ceremony must be deferred. As au old 
friend, let me entreat you to return home." 

"Home! yes; but not without my bride," answered 
he, in the same hollow accents. " Tou deem this mock- 
ery, perhaps madness. Had 1 bedizened ray aged and 
broken frame with scarlet and embroidery, — had 1 forced 
my withered lips to smile at my dead heart, — that might 
have been mockery, or madness. But uow, let young 
and old declare, which of us has come hither without a 
wedding garment, the bridegroom or the bride ! " 

He stepped forward at a ghostly pace, and stood 
beside the widow, contrasting the awful simplicity of his 
ahroud with the glare and glitter in which she had ar- 
rayed herself for this unhappy scene. None, that beheld 
ibem, could deny the terrible strength of the moral which 
Lis disordered intellect had contrived to draw. 

" Cruel ! cruel 1 " groaned the heart-stricken bride. 

"Cruel!" repeated he; tben losing his death-like 
composure in a wild bitterness, " Heayeji judge which 
of us has been cruel to the other ! In youtb., "jwi 4r- 
jiBved me of my happmess, my hopes, my tavaa ■, ■^tfil.^a^ J 




THE MINISTER'S BLACK VEIL. 

A PARASLB.* 

^HE seston stood in the porcli of Milford meeting- 
te, puUiiig busilj at tlic bcD-rope. Tlie old 
J p'-u})lo (if the Tillage caino stooping along the 
street. Children with bright faces tripped luerrilj beside 
their parents, or mimicked a. graver gait, in the oonaeioua 
dignity of their Sundaj clothes. Spruce bachelors looked 
sidelong at the pretty maidens, and fancied that the Sabbath 
Hunshbe made them prettier than on.week-days. "When 
the throng had mostly streamed into the poreh, the seston 
began to loU the bell, keeping his eje on the Reverend 
Mr. Hooper's door. The first glimpse of the cletgyaian' 
Ggure was the signal for the bcU to cease itd summona. 

" But what has good Parson Hooper got npon hia 
face ? " cried the aeiton, in astonishment. 

All within hearing immedbtely tnnied about, and ba-. 

• Another clergyman in Nbw England, Mr, Jnaeph Moody, 
of York, Mnine, who died about eighty yearB einee, made him- 
beI! remarkable by the Biune ei^cenlricity that ie here reltil«d ot 
the Bevarend Mr. Hoopar, In Ha caae, howEver, the symbol 
had a diffewnt import. In early life be had Bpcidentally kflJed 
■ bebved frisnd ; and (rota that day till the hoar of hia own 
I daatij ie bid bia face from men. 
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held the semlilnnoa of 'iSx. Hooper, pacing slowly his 
meditative way towards the meeting-house. With oae 
accord they started, espreasing; more wonder than if some 
strange minister were coming to dust the oushioas of Mr. 
Hooper's pal pit. 

" Are jou sure it is our parson P " inquired Goodman 
Gray of the sexton. 

"Of It certaiiitj it is good Mr. Hooper," replied tha 
sexton. " He was to liaye excliauged pulpits with Parson 
Bhute, of Westbury ; bnt Parson. Slint* sent to excuse 
himself yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon." 

The cansB of so much amazement may appear sufGcient- 
ly alight. Mr. Hooper, a gentlemanly person, of about 
thirty, though still a bachelor, was dressed with due 
clerical neatness, as if a careful wife had starched bis 
band and bnulied the weekly dust from his Sunday's 
garb. There was but one tiling remarkable in his ap- 
pearance. Swathed about Ilia forehead, and banging 
down over his face, so low as to he shaken by hia breath, 
Mr. Hooper had on a blaek TeiL On a nearer view, it 
seemed to consist of two folds of erape, which entirely 
concealed hia features, except the month and chin, bnt 
probably did not intercept his sight, further than to give 
a darkened aspect to all living and inanimate things. 
Witb this gloomy shade before him, good Mr. Hooper 
walked onward, at a slow aivd quiet pace, stooping aome- 
what, and looking on the gronnd, as is customary with 
abatraoted men, yet nodding kindly to those of hia parish-, 
ionera who still waited on the meeting-house steps. But 
so wouder-sttuek were they, that his greeting hardly met 
with a return. 

" I can't really feel as if good Mr. Hooper's face was 
behind that piece of crape," said the sexton. 

"I don't like it," muttered aa o\i ■woiaKa, w. *ia 
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bobUed bio the meeting-hoose. " He bas 
himself into something awfo], oolv bj hidine his 

" Our parson has gone niad ! " cried Goodmftn 
following him airo^ the tlireshold. 

A rumor of some luutccouiitable phenomenon bad pre- 
ceded Mr. Hooperintothe meeting-house, and set all the 
coQgregatioii astir. Few coiJd re&ain from twisting their 
heads towards the door; muij stood npri^t, and tnrned 
directly about ; while seTeral Utile bojs clambered upon 
the seats, and came down again with a terrible racket. 
There was a gecernl bustle, a nislHng of the women's 
gowns and shnffling of the men's feet. greatl^T at Tatiance 
with that hushed repose which should attend the entrance 
of the minister. Bol Mr. Hooper appeared not lo nolice 
the perturbation of his people. He ectered with an almost 
noiseless step, bent his head mildlj to the pews on each 
side, and bowed as he passed his oldest parishioDer, a white- 
haired great-giandsire, who occupied an arm-chair in the 
centre of the aisie. It was strange toobserre how slowly 
this venerable man became couscions of something singolar 
in the appearance of his pastor. He seemed not fully to 
partake of the pretailing wonder, dJl Mr. Hooper had 
ascended the stairs, and showed himself in the pulpit, 
face to (ace with his congregation, eicept for the black 
TeiL That niysterioua emblem was never once withdrawn. 
It shook with his measured breath as he gave out tlie 
psalm ; it threw its obsciirilr between him and the holy 
p^e, as he read the Scriptnres ; and while he prayed, the 
veil lay heavily on his uplifted cotmtenance. Did be 
seek to hide it from the dread Being whom he was ad- 
dressing? 

Such was the effect of this simple piece of crape, that 
' than one woman of delicate nerves was forced to 
the meeting-boase. Yet pethups \\ie ^e-feced 
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congregatiou was aliiioBt aa fearful a eigUt to the miniater, 
is }ua black veil to them. 

Mr. Hooper hail tho iGputation of a good preacher, bu.t 
not an energetic one ; lie strove to win his people heaTBn- 
ward by milii, perauasiTe influences, rather than to drive 
them ihither bj the thunders of the Word. The sermon 
which he now delivered was marked by the same charac- 
teriiitics of style and wanner as the general series of bis 
pulpit oratory. But tbere v&s something, either in the 
sentiment of Hie discourse itself, or in tbe imagination of 
the auditors, which made it greatly the most powerful 
effort that they bad ever heard froui their pastor's lips. 

ivaa tinged, rather more darkly than usual, with the 
gentle gloom of Mr. Hooper's temperament. The subject 
bad reference to secret sin, and those sad mysteries which 

e hide from our neareat aud dearest, and would fain 
moeal from our own consciousness, even forgetting that 
the Omniscient can detect them. A subtile power was 
breathed into his words. Eaeh member of the cougre- 
gation, the nu>3t innocent girl and the man of hardened 
breast, felt asif the preacher haJ. crept npon them, behind 
' s awfol veil, and discovered their hoarded iniquity of 
deed or thought. Many spread their clasped hands on 
their bosoms. There was nothing terrible in what Mr, 
Hooper said ; at least, no violence ; and jet, with every 
tremor of hia melancholy voice, the hearers quaked. An 

nought pathos came hand in liand with awe. So sensi- 

j were the audience of aome unwonted attribute in their 

nister, that thej longed for a breath of wind to blow 
aside the veil, almost believing that a stranger's visage 
wonld be discovered, though the form, gesture, aud voice 
were those of Mr. Hooper. 

At the close of the services, the peD^\e WTwai. tfsS;. 
Kf/i iadecorous coaftision, eager to comnwjflaa.\* 'CvisM: 
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pent-up amazement, and oonscioua of ligiitcr spirits, the 
luomoiit they lost sight of the black vciL Suine gath- 
ered in little circles, liuddled closely togeiher, with iheir 
mouths all whisperbg iu the centre; some went liome- 
ward alono, wrapt iu siltaat meditation; some talked 
loudly. Olid protaned the Sabbath da; witk ostentatious 
laughter. A few shook their sagacious heads, intinmtiiig 
that they could penetrate the nijatery ; while one or two 
alliriiicd that there was no mystery at all, but only that 
Mr. Hooper's eyes were so weakened by the luiduight 
lamp, as to require a shade. After a brief interval, forth 
oauio good Ur. Hooper also, m the rear of his flock. 
Tiimuig his veiled face from oue group to another, he 
paid diio reverence to the hoary heads, saluted the mid- 
dle aged with kind dignity, as their tiieud and spiritual 
guide, greeted the young with mingled authority aud 
love,, aud laid hb bauds oti the little children's heads to 
bless them. Such was always hia custom on the Sabbath 
d(Ur. Stratlge and bewildered looks repaid him for Ids 
courtesy. Konc, as on former occasious, aspired lo (ha 
hciuor of walking by their pastor's »de. Old Squire 
Snuoders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of memory, 
neglecled to invite Ml. H.oo|'?r lo his table, where the 
good clergyman hod been wout to bless the food, oliuost 
every Snuday since his setltemeat. He rttumed, there- 
lon, to ^e parsonage, tmd, at the moment of closin g ih e 
door, was observed to look back upon the pe'>ple, all of 
whom had their eyes fixed upon the niiui^tcr. A sad 
smile gleamed (ainfly from beneath the bliick veil, aud 
flickered aboni his mouth, glimaieriog as he disnppeaicd. 
" How strange," said a lady, "that a simple black Td!. 
such as any woman might wear on her bonnet, should 
Axome sndi a terrible thing on Mr. Hooj>er'a 6iee ! " 
"Something must siuclj be anuu '•^tb Mi. Sooiter'* 
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intellects," observed lier husband, tlie pliySician of the 
Tillage. "But tbe strangest part of tbe affair is the 
eSfect of this vSgary, even on a sober-minded niaa like 
myself. The black veil, though it covers only our pas- 
tor's face, throws its influence over his whole person, 
and makes him gliost-like from head to foot. Do jou not 
feel it 80 ? " 

"Trolj do I," replied the lady; "and I would not bo 
alone with him tor the world. I wonder he ia not afraid 
to he alone with himself! " 

" Men aometimca are so," said her husband. 

The afternoon service was attended with similar oir- 
cumatances. At its conclusion, the bell tolled for the 
ftinera! of a young lady, Hie relatives and friends were 
assembled in the house, and the more distant acquaint- 
ances stood ahont the door, apeakmg of the good qnali- 
tiea oE tbe deceased, when their talk was interrupted by 
the appearance of Mr. Hooper, still covered with bis 
black veil. It was now an appropriate emblem. The 
clergyman stepped into the room where the corpse was 
laid, and bent over the coffin, to take a last farewell of 
bis deceased parishioner. As he stooped, the veil hung- . 
strafght down from his forehead, so that, if her eyelids- 
had not been closed forever, the dead maiden might have 
seen his face. Could Mr. Hooper be fearful of her 
glance, that he so hastUj caught back the black veil P 
A person whB watched the interview between the dead 
and living scrupled not to affirm, that, at the instant 
when the clergjmaa's features were disclosed, the corpse 
had slightly shnddcred, rustling tlie shroud and muslin 
cap, though the countenance retained the composnre of 
death. A superstitious old woman was the only witness 
of this prodigy. From the coffin Mr. Hooper ^a^ei 
into tbe chamber of the mourners, aiil tticiiK. ^ 'Cq» 
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hiiuil nf Uiu nluiroflHO, to inftke the funeral prayer. 
WM ft tnmloT anil li(iiirt4it8tjlTing prayer, full of sorrow, 
nt »(i hiiliupd with cnlestkl hopes, that the music of n 
UiiuVBiiIj harp, nwiipt ty tlw fingers of the dead, seemed 
hiiillj' (ii Ite linnnJ uiiuiug tlw saddest accents of the 
mliuatur. 'J'hn |MMi|iln tremhlnl, thou|!li llie; but darkly 
niiiloraliiiMl liii» wlinn lie ^■^7^'^ ^''"^ Hkj, and himself 
mill >ill i>r iiiKidil irici', might hf rfudy, ns he trusted this 

y i.v.i.l. I. ii.i.l !>. ni, I'.ir the dreodTuI hour that should, 

Kii.iii'. !>.■ I.. I iii:-ii' faces. The bearers went hear- 

ill I .ii'i II' I I ■■ .iiiHirs followed, saddening all the 
til, 1 1 iiiT. i'. .|.,i,i tvlbtc (hem, luid Mr. Hooper in his 

"Why J" J"u look bacLi' " said OIK iu tlie proocBsion 
lO hi* (lavkuitt. 

" i \mu\ a faucy," iv|ilied abti, " that the minister and 
\\u) maiiliiu'n »m-A wcii; wslkiug hand in hand." 

•* A"d n' luw I, »l Hk saui* uoincnt," mid the other. 

Tliil Lii^hl, lt» tKiinU.«jeJtl CttUjJc in Milford village 
\iL I. iw,l\i<i|;, Though reckoned a niel- 

.11 ■ L-r had a idacid ohwrfnUiess for 

. H'U exoitrd » syinpiithetic smile, 
111 I wuttld ttave bceu thrown away. 

'\\\^\\ w.y 111' mi.liij i,,( hui db|ia»Uou which made him 
((Htfii Wlcvwkl iW* ihia. Ttw PMOpauy at the wedding 
(mtlitfitl liin lu-mml with uuiMlieuw, tmsting that the 
Itmii^u HVii\ wluult Had ^thw«d over him throughout 
jlni i^i, Hould miw bfl duif«llcd. But such was not the 
inm\l WhiMi MT' iWl^r nunc the first thmg that 
Ihvli ti,\("i ivilnd im wa* iho muob horrible black reil, 
Vi liii '• 'i .1 '111. I '1>< I'lr x]ixm til the fiiiicrat, and could 

i\ I ....I... I..I' .lil li.i iho wt'ddiiis. Sucliwasifs 

Mf|tiii III II I'^i 1,-ittuU, that neloud seemed ta 

HjTj*' '' ■"'■! ''((.tiJi lumi Wuealh Uio black onipe, and 
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dimmed the light of the candles, Tlie bridal pair stood 
tip before the iriiniater. But the bride's cold finge 
{[uirered in the tremuloua hand of the bridegroom, at 
her death-like paleness caased a whisper that the maiden 
who had been buried a, few hours before was come from 
her grave to be married. If ever another weSding w 
so dismal, it was that famous one where they tolled the 
wedding knell. After performing tlie ceremony, Mr. 
Hooper raised a glass of wine to hia lips, wishing happi- 
ness to the new-married couplB, in a strain of mild pleas- 
antry that ought to have brightened the features of the 
guests, like a ohccrfiU gleam from the hearth. At that 
instant, catchmg a glimpse of his figure in the lookmg. 
glass, the black veil involved hia own spirit in the horror 
with which it overwhelmed all others. His frame shud- 
dered, —bis hps grew white, — he spUt the untasted wine 
ujion the earpet, — and ruAed fortli into tLe darkness. 
For the Earth, too, had ou her Black Ved. 

The neit day, the whole village of Milford talked of 
little else than Parson Hooper's black veal. That, and 
the mystery concealed behind it, supplied a topic for dis- 
cussiou bctwcGu acquaintances meetuig in the street and 
good women gossiping at their open windows. It was 
the first item of news that the tavern-keeper l«ld to hia 
guests. The children babbled of it on their way to 
sohool. One imitative little imp covered his fiice with 
an old block handkerchief, thereby so affrighting his 
playmates that the panic seized himself, and ho wdlnigh 
lost his wita by his own waggery- 
It wns remarkable that, of all the busybodies and im- 
pertment people in the parish, not one ventured to put 
tbe plwn question to Mr. Hooper, wherefore he did this 
thing. Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slightest 
call for such interference, ha hod fle,^eI^a(kEi.^1'^ac», 
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nor shown himself averse to be guided by their judgment 
If ho erred at all, it was by so painful a degree of 
distrust, that even the mildest censure would lead him to 
consider an indifferent action as a crime. "Yet, though 
so well acquainted with this amiable weakness, no indi- 
Tidua! among his parishioners chose to make the black 
Yei! a subject of friendly remonstrance. There was a 
feeling of dread, neither plainly confessed nor carefnllj 
concealed, which caused each to shift the respousibiUt; 
upon, another, till at length it was found expedient to 
Hcud a deputation of the church, in order to deal with 
Mr, Hooper about the mystery, before it should grow 
into a scandal. Never did an embassy so ill discharge 
its duties. The minister received them with friendly 
courtesy, but became silent, after they were seated, leav- 
ing to Ills visitors the whole burden of introducing their 
important buaiuesa. The topic, it miglit be supposed, 
was obvions enough. Tliere was the black veil, swatlied 
ronnd Mr. Hooper's forehead, and concealing every fea- 
ture above his placid mouth, on which, at times, they 
could perceive the glimmering of a melancholy smile. 
But that piece of crape, to their imagination, seemed to 
hang down before bis heart, the symbol of a fearful se- 
ornt between him and them. Were the veil hut cast 
uido, Ihoy might speak freely of it, hut not till then. 
Tlluti they nat a ounsiderable time, speccMess, confused, 
and ilirinking uneasily from Mr. Hooper's eye, which 
tlwy fwlt til bo fised upon them with an invisible glance. 
KhhIIj, lliD deputies returned abasiied to their coustitu- 
buIh, prcnouiiciug the matter too weighty to be handled, 
iixocjit by a onuucil of the churcliea, if, indeed, it might 
ni>t roquirii a ([I'luTnl synod. 

Hiii thorn Was mm person in the village, nnoppalled 
I 4*' ^^ ""■I with whioli (ho black veil had impressed all 



lent^^ 
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beside lieraelf. When the deputies returned witliout hjl 4 
explanatioa, or er^ renturiug to deiniind one, she, mth 1 
the calm energy of her character, determined to chuse [ 
awaj the atrange cloud that appeared to be settling 
round Mr. Hooper, every moment mora dfirkly than 
before. As his plighted wife, it sblould be her privilege 
to know what the black veil cojicealed. At the minister's 
first visit, therefore, she entered upon the subject, with 
a direct simplicity which made the task oasjer both fc 
him and her. After he had seated himself, she fixed her ' 
eyes steadfastly upon the veil, \mt could discern eoI 
of the dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multi- 
tude; it was bnt a double fold of crape, hanging down 
from his forehead to his mouth, and slightly stirring with 
bia breath. 

" No," said she aloud, and smiling, " there is nothing 
terrible in this piece uf crape, except that it hides a &ea 
which I am always glad to loot upon. Come, good sir, 
let the sun shine from behind the cloud. Tirst lay asida 
your black veil; then tell rae why you put it on." 

Mr. Hooper's smile glimmered faintly. 

" There is au hour to come," said be, " when all of ns I 
shall oast aside our veils. Take it not amiss, beloved \ 
friend, if I wear this piece of crape till then." 

" Your words are a mystery too," returned the youi^ 
lady. " Take away the veil from them, at least." 

" Elizabeth, I will," said he, " so far as my tow may 
suffer me. Know, then, this veil is a type and a symbol, 
and I am bound to wear it ever, both in light and dark- | 
ness, in solitude and before the gaze of multitudes, and 
as with strangers, so with my familiar friends. No mor- 
tal eye will see it withdrawn. This dismal shade must 
separate me from the world: even you, Elizabeth, can 
sever come behind itl" 



64 TVnCE-TOLD TALES. 

"Wliat grierous aflUctioii liatli beftJleu you," she 
eamEstly inquired, "that jou sUould -(hus darken jour 
ojes forever? " 

" If it be a sign of mourning," replied Mr. Hooper, 
"I, perhaps, like most other mortaJa, have sorrows dark 
enough to be tjpified bj a hlack veil." 

" But what if the world will not hdiere that it is the 
type of an innocent sorrow P " urged Elizabeth. " Be- 
loved and respected as jou are, there may be whispers, 
that you hide your face under the consciousness of secret 
ein. For the sake of jour holy office, do away this 
BOaudal ! " 

The color rose into her cheeka as she intimated the 
nature of the rumors that were already abroad in the 
village. But Mr. Hooper's mildness did not forsake 
him. He even smiled again, — that same sad smile, 
vhich always appeared like a faint glimmering of light, 
proceeding from the obscurity beneath the veil. 

" If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause enough," 
he merely repEed ; " and if I cover it for secret sin, what 
mortal might not do the same ? " 

And with this gentle, but unconquerable obstinacy 
did he resist oil bei entreaties. At length Elizabeth sat 
silent. For a few momenta she appeared lost in thought, 
considering, prohabty, what new methods might be tried 
to withdraw her lover from so dark a fcntasy, which, if 
it had no other meaning, was perhaps a symptoia of 
mental disease. Though of a Srmer character than his 
owji, the tears rolled down her cheeka. But, in an in- 
stant, as it were, a new feeling took the place of sor- 
row : her eyes were fised insensibly on the black veil, 
when, like a sudden twilight in the air, its terrors fell 
het. She arose, and stood trembling beforo 
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And do you feel it tlien at last ? " said be, mournfully, 
lie uiade no reply, but covered her eyes with her 
hand, and turned to leave the room. He rushed for- 
ward and caught her arm. 

" Have patience with me, Elizabeti ! " cried he, pas- 
aionately. "Do not desert me, though this yeil muat 
be between us here on earth. Be mine, and hereafter 
there shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between 
our Boula ! It ia but a mortal veil, — it is not for eter- 
nity ! O, you know not how lonely I am, and how 
frightened, to be alone behind ray black veil ! Do not 
leave rae in this miaerahle obaourity forever ! " 

"Lift the veil but once, and look me in the iace," 
said she, 

" Never ! It cannot be ! " replied Mr. Hooper. 

"Then, farewell!" said Elizabeth. 

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and alowly 
departed, pausbg at the door, to give one long, shud- 
dering gaze, that seemed almost to penetrate the mys- 
tery of the blaek veil. But, even amid hia grief, Mr. 
Hooper smiled to think that only a material emblem 
had separated him from happiness, though the horrors 
which it shadowed forth must be drawn darkly between 
the fondest of lovers. 

From that time no attempts were made to remove 
Mr. Hooper'a black veil, or, by a direct appeal, to dis- 
cover the secret which it was supposed to hide. By 
persons who claimed a superiority to popular prejudice, 
it was reckoned merely an eooeutric whim, such as often 
mingles with the sober actions of men otherwiae rational, 
and tinges them all with its own semblance of insanity. 
But with the multitude, good Mr, Hooper was irrepara- 
bly a bugbear. He could not walk the street with anj 
paioe df mind, lo cocscioua fraa iiB tW\. ^)BR %iaiia »s&. 
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timid woald turn aside to avoid liim, and La 
would make it a point of Iiardiliood to throw li a 
in his way. The impertinence of the !a c as m 
pelled him to give up Ms ouatomarj walk uiis o 

the burial-ground; for when he leaned pens 
the gat«, tJiere would always be faces behmd the grace- 
stonea, peeping at his black veil. A fable went the 
rounds, that the stare of the dead people drove Hm 
tbeucB. It grieved him, to the very depth of his kind 
heart, to observe how the children fled from his ap- 
proach, breaking up their merriest sports, while lus 
melancholy figure was yet afar off. Their instinctive 
. dread caused him to feel, more strongly than aught 
Jelse, that a pretematural horror was interwoven with 
F the threads of the black crape. In truth, his own an- 
tipathy to the veil was known to be so great, that he 
never willingly passed before a min-or, nor stooped tfl 
drink at a, stiU fountain, lest, in its peaceful bosom, he 
should be affrighted by himself This was what gave 
plausibility to the wluspera, that Mr. Hooper's con- 
science tortured him for some great crime too horrible 
to be entirely concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely 
intimated. Thus, from beneath the bhick veil, there 
rolled a cloud into the sunshine, an ambiguity of sin 
or sorrow, which enveloped the poor minister, bo that 
love or sympathy could never reach him. It was said, 
that ghost and fiend consorted with bim there. "With 
BBlf-shudderings and outward terrors, he walked con- 
tinually in its shadow, groping darkly within his own 
soul, or gazing through a medium that saddened the 
whole world. Even the lawless wind, it was believed, 
respected lus dreadful secret, and never blew aside the 
veil. But still good Mr. Hooper sadly smiled at the 
pale visages of the worldly throng as he pasiedby. 
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Among all its bod iuflucaces, tlio black veil had tlie 
one desirable effect, of making its wearer a Terj efficient 
clergyman. By tbe aid of bis mysterious emblem — 
for there was no other apparent cause — be became It 
man of awful power, over souls tliat were in agony for 
sin. His converts alwajs regarded him with a dread 
peculiar to themselvea, affirming, tbongh but flgura- 
tivelj, that, before be brought them to celestial li| ' 
they had been with him behind tbe black Tcil. 
gloom, indeed, enabled bitn to Bjaipittiiize with all dark 
af&etions. Dying sinnerB cried aloud for Mr. Hooper, 
and would uot yield their breath till he appeared ; 
thougb ever, as he stooped to whisper consolation, tbey 
shuddered at tbe yeiled face so near their own. Bncb 
were the terrors of the black veil, even when Death had 
bared his visage ! Strangers came long distances to 
attend service at bb churcb, witli the mere idle pur- 
pose of gazing at Ids figure, because it was forbidden 
them to behold hia &ce. But many were made to quake 
ere they departed ! Once, during Governor Belcher's 
adminiatratiou, Mr. Hooper was appointed to preacb the 
election sermon. Covered with lua black veil, he stood 
before tbe chief magistrate, the council, and tbe rep- 
resentitives, and wrought ao deep an impression, tbat 
the legislative raeasureg of that year were characterized 
by all tbe gloom and piety of our earliest ancestral 

In this manner Mr. Hooper spent a long life, irre- 
proachable in outward act, yet shrouded in dismal sus- 
picions; kind and loving, though unloved, and dimlj 
feared; a man apart from men, shunned in their heallli 
and joy, but ever summoned to their aid in mortal an- 
guish, is years wore on, shedding their snowi abovi 
hia sabla veil, bo acqiiired & nuue tbroaghoat the New 
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EugWd cltnrcbee. Rod the; called bun Father Hoopcc 
Kearij all iuE parisLiooere, who trere of nuiluie aga 
vhen Le *aa aeLlled, bad been bome avn bv maiiT m 
fimenl -, he hod oue congi^aljon in the cburch, &ud ■ 
more crovded une in the chiuebjard; tad bavin* 
WTOugbt bo Ute into the evening, aud done hi£ work 
so wdi, it was now good taihtr Hooper's nan to 
rest. 

Several persons were visilJe b; the diaded endk' 
ligjit, in the dealh-chamber gf the old dagpaam. 
Natural coonectioiis be bad none. Bnt there was tlie 
dfcoroualy grave, though uiunored pb^iician, seeldi^ 
oulj to mitigate the last pangs of the patient whom he 
ooujd not save. There were the deacons, and other 
etninentlj pioua membera of his cbarcb. There, also, 
was ibe Reverend Mj-. Clark, of Weslburr, a voung 
ftnd ieaiuus divine, who had ridden in haste to pra; by 
tlie bedside of the expiring minister. There was the 
nurae, no hired handmaiden of death, hnt one whose 
Oalin affection had endured thus long in secrecy, in 
solitude, auLid tlie chill of age, and would not perish, 
even al the dying hoar. Who, but Elizabeth ! And 
Ihrro Uj tlie boarj head of good Father Hooper upon 
Hie linn t!i .pillow, with the black Teil still swathed about 
hii hmw, and maohing down o'er his face, so that each 
mnro diffioult ERsp of his fiunt breath caused it to atir. 
All llimiigh life that jiieoe of crape had hnng betweea 
him Mid llio w>tild: it bad separated him from cbemfdl 
hrolliutliuini kiid *t4uMM'» love, and kept him in that 
wddnil iif all prixxus. hia own heart : and still it lay 
i\\Km hii farf, tu if lo doepwi the gloom of his diit- 
»iu»ii <il>Kii\Wi. Hiu) &ha>le bin) front the sunshine at 

J-hr Man Uu* fniioM^ to niaA Iwd been eantei^ 



mfm^ ., 
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wavering doubtfallj between (he past and tiie present, 
and liOTeting forward, as it were, at intecvals, into lie 
indistinctaees of the world to come. There had been 
feveriah turns, wliieh tossed him from side to side, and 
e away what httle strengtb he had. But in his most 
convQlsire struggles, and in the wildest vagaries of his 
intellect, when no other thought retained its sober influ- 

ce, he still showed an awful aolicitudo lest the black 

il should slip aside. Even if his bewildered soul could 
have forgotten, there was a faithful womoa at hia pillow, 
who, with averted eyes, woald Lave covered tiiat aged 
" ' ' d last beheld ia the comeliuess of man- 
hood. At length the death-strieken old man lay quietly 
in tbe torpor of mental and bodily exhaustion, with an 
imperceptible pulse, and breath that grew fainter and 
fainter, except when a long, deep, and irregular inspi- 
lation seemed to prelude the flight of his spirit. 

The minister of Westbury approached the bedside. 

"Venerable Jather Hooper," said he, "the moment of 
your leleaae ia at hand. Are you ready for tbe lifting 
of the veil, that shuts in time from etemitj P " 

Eatber Hooper at first replied merely by a feeble 
motion of his head; then, apprehensive, perhaps, that 
ing might be doubtful, be exerted himself to 

"Yea," said he, in faint accents, "my aonl bath a 
patient weariness uatil that veil be lifted." 

" And is it fittiog," rosumed the Reverend Mr. Clark, 

hat a man so givea to prayer, of such a blameless 
example, holy in deed and thought, so far as mortal 
judgment may pronounce, — is it fitting that a father in 
" e ehurch shonid leave a shadow on his memory, that 

ly seem to blacken a life so pure P I pray you, m^ 
Tanecabb brother, let not this t^mig ^\ %<:&» 'osi ^ 
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treasaring mp tie secret of liia sin ; tlien deem me a 
monster, for the ajmbol beneath which I have liyed, and 
die ! I looE aronQd me, and, lo ! on everj TisBge a 
Black Teil!'' 

While his aaditora shrank from one another, in mutual 
affright, Father "Hooper fell back upon his pQlow, a veiled 
corpse, with a fi5»t smile lingering on the Kps. Still 
veiled, they laid him in his coffin, and a veiled corpse 
they bore him tfl tlj6 grave. The grass of many years 
has spnmg up and witheted on that grave, tho burial 
stone is moss-grown, ^d good Mr. Hooper's face is 
dust; but awful is still Dt« tbought, that it mouldered 
haieatb the Black Veil I 
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Bouh of Etigliah S[iortB and FaslUiiitt. 

IMyORIGHT were tlie days at Merry Mount, when 
lil^vl ^^^ Maypole waa the baimer staET of that gay 
l*™™^ colony '. Tliey who reared it, should their ban- 
ner be tnamphant, were to ponr sunshine over Naw Eng- 
land's rugged liills, and scatter flower-seeds tkroughout 
the soil. Jollity and gloom were contending for an 
empire. Midsirninier eve had come, bringing deep yer- 
dnre to the forest, and roses in her lap, of a more vivid 
hne than the tender biida of Spring. But May, or her 
mirthful spirit, dwelt all the year round at Merry Monnt, 
sporting with the Suramer months, aud revelling with 
Autumn, and basldng in the glow of Winter's fireside. 
Tlirongh a world of toil and care she fiitled with a 
dream-like smile, and came hither to find a home among 
the liglitsome hearts of Merry Mount. 

Never had the Maypole been so goyly decked as at 
sunset on midsummer eve. This venemtcd emblem was 
a jauB'ttee, which had preserved the slender grace of 
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joutli, while it equalled tbe loftiest height of the old 
wood mouarchs. J'rom its top streamed a sIIIlcd banner, 
colored like the rainbow. Down nearly to the ground, 
the pole WB3 dressed with birchen boughs, and others of 
the liveliest green, and some with fiilverj leaves, fastened 
bj ribbons that fluttered in faatiiatic knota of twenty dif- 
ferent colors, but no sad oaes. Garden flowers and 
blossoms of tbe wilderness laughed gladly forth amid 
the verdure, so fresh and dewj, that they must have 
grown by magic on that happy pine-tree. Where this 
green and flowery splendor terminated, the shaft of the 
Maypole was stained with the seven brilhont buea of the 
banner at its top. On the lowest grocn bough hung an 
abundant wreath of roses, some that had been gathered 
in the sunniest spots of the forest, ijnd others, of atiQ 
richer blush, which the colonists had reared from Eug- 
Jisb seed. people of tbe Golden Age, the chief of 
jour husbandry wag to raise flowers ! 

But what was the wild tbrong that stood hand in bond 
about the Maypole P It could uot be, that the fauna 
and nymphs, when driven from their claeaic groves and 
homes of ancient fable, had soagbt refuge, as uU the per- 
Becuted did, in tbe fresh woods of the West. These were 
Gothic monsters, though perhaps of Grecian ancestry. 
Oft the shoulders of a comely youth uprose the bead and 
branching antiera of a stag; a second, human in all 
other points, had tbe grim visage of a wolf; a third, still 
with the trunk and limbs of a mortal man, showed the 
heard and boms of a venerable he-goat. There was the 
likeness of a bear erect, brute in all but his hind legs, 
which were adorued with pink silk stockings. And 
here again, almost aa wondrous, stood a real bear of the 
dork forest, lending each of his fore-paws to the grasp of 
s luunon hand, and as ready foT tbe dauoe ti& qkj ''m.'^ut i 



over both their heads, in symbol of their floweiy onion. 
When the prieat hud spoken, therefore, a riotous uprow 
burst from the rout of mooatrons figures. 

"Begin jou the stave, reverend Sir," cried thej all; 
" and never did the woods ring to such a merrj pea!, as 
we of the Mojpole shall send np ! " 

Immediatelj a prelude of pipe, cithern, and viol, 
touched with practbed niinstreley, begun to plaj from 
a neighhoritig thicket, in such a mirthful cadence that 
tbe boughs of the Majpole quivered to the sound. But 
the May Lord, he of the gilded staff, chaneing to look 
into bis Ladj's eyes, was wonder-struck at the almost 
pensive gkuce that met bis own. 

"Edith, sweet Lady of the May," whispered he, re- 
proachfully, "13 jon wreath of rosea a garland to hang 
above our graves, that you look so sad ? Editlij this 
is our golden time 1 Tarnish it not by auj pensive 
shadow of tbe mind; for it may be that nothing of 
futurity will be brigliter than the mere remembrance of 
what is now poaaing." 

" That was the very thought that saddened me ! How 
came it in your mind too P " said Edith, in a still lower 
tone than be ; for it was high treason to be aad at Merry 
Mount. "Therefore do I sigh amid this festive music. 
And besides, dear Edgar, I atmggle as with a dream, and 
fancy that these shapes nf our jovial friends are visionary, 
and their mirth unreal, and that we are no trne Lord and 
Lady of the May. What is tbe mystery in mj heari: ? " 

Just then, as if a spell had loosened them, down came 
a little shower of withering rose-leavea from tbe Majpole. 
Alas, for the young lovers ! No sooner bsd their hearts 
glowed with real pasaion, than they were sensible of 
something vague and unsubstantial in their former pleas- 
ursj, and felt a dreary presentiment of inevitable change 
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From the momettt that they truly loTed, they had sub- 
jected tbamselvea to earth' 

and troubled joy, and had no more a home at Merrjr 
Moiuit. That was Edith's mystery. Now leave we tho 
priest to marry them, and the masquers to sport round 
the Maypole, till the hist sunbeam be withdnwa from its 
Bunmiit, and the shadows of the forest mingle gloomily 
in the dance. Meanwhile, we may discover who tJiesB 
gay people were. 

Two hundred years ago, and more, the Old World and J 
its inhabitants became mutually weary of each other. T 
Men voyaged by thonsands to the West ; some to barter ] 
glass beads, and such like jewels, for the fors of tlie In- 
dian hunter; some to conquer virgin empires; and one 
stem band to pray. But none of these motives had much 
weight with the colonists of Merry Mount. Their lead- 
ers were men who had sported so long with life, that 
when Thought and Wisdom came, even these unwelcome 'i 
guests were led astray by tlie crowd of vanities which I 
thej should have put to flight. Erring Thought and / 
perverted Wisdom were made to put on masques, and 
play the tool. The men of whom we apeak, after losing , 
the heart's fresh gaye^, imagined a wild philosophy of 
pleaaare, and came hither to act out tbeii 
dream. They gathered followers from all t 
tribe, whose whole Ufe is like the festal days of l> 
men. In their train were iniustreb, not unli 
London streets ; wandering players, whose t 
been the halls of noblemen ; mummers, rope-dan 
mountebanks, who would long be missed at wakes, at i 
ales, and lairs; in a word, uiirth-mnker 
such as abounded in that age, but ooir 
countenanced by the rapid growth of Pi 
had their footsteps been oa kdil., a.ii4 U 
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across tiie sea. Manj had been maddened bj their pro-^ 

vious troubles into a gay despair ; others were aa madly 

gay in the flush of youth, like the May Lord and hia 

Ladj ; but whatever might be the quality of their mirth, 

old and young were gay at Merry Mount. The young 

deemed themselves happy. The elder spirits, if they 

kuew that mirth wa^ bift the couuterfeit of happiness, 

yet followed the false shadow wilfully, because at least 

luier garmcuta glittered brightest. Sworn triflera of a 

J, they would not venture among the sober trntha 

if life, not even to be truly blest. 

All the hereditary pustimea of Old England were 

Ktoanaiilanted hither. The King of Chriatuias wua duly 

towned, and the Jjord of Misrule bore potent sway. On 

s ot Saint John, they felled whole acres of the 

feiciit to make bonfires, and danced by the blaze all 

iright, crowned with garlands, and tUrowing flowers iuto 

' e flame. At harvest-time, though their crop was ot 

B smallest, they made an image with the sheaves of 

:, and wreathed it with autumnal garlands, 

d bore it home trinmpbantly. But what chiefly char- 

1 the coloniata of Merry Monut wua their ven- 

ration tor the Maypole. It has made their true history 

a poet's tale. Spring decked tlie liallowed emblem with 

young blossoms and fresh green boughs ; Summer brought 

roses of the deepest blush, and the perfected foliage of 

f the forest ; Autumn enriched it with that I'ed and yellow 

orgeousness, which converts each wildwood leaf Into a 

iiited flower; and "Winter silvered it with sleet, and 

mg it round with icicles, till it flashed in the oold sun- 

bioe, itself a frozen sunbeam. Tims e^ch altemaie 

u did Jioniage to the Maypole, nud paid it a tribute 

I own richest splendor. Its votaries danced round 

^gso^ atJeast, in every mouth, j some times tliey called 
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It their religion, or their ultor ; but always, it v/aa the 
banner staff of Merrj Monnt. 

Unfortunately, there were men in t!ie New World of' 
a sterner faith thnn these Maypole worsliippera. Not 
far from Merry Mount was a settlement of Puritans,! 
moat dismal WTBtehea, who said their prayers beforo 
dajlight, and then wrought in the foreat or the cornfield 
till evening made it prayer-time again. Their weapona 
were always at hand, to shoot down the strs^ling say- 
1^. When they met in conclave, it was never to keep 
np the old Enghsh mirth, but to hear serraonB three 
hours long, or to proohum bountina on the heads of 
wolves and the scalps of Indians. Their festivals were 
fest-days, and their cluef pastime the siuging of psalms. 
Woe to the youth or maiden who did hut dream of a 
dance! The selectman nodded to the constable j and ) 
there sat the light-heeled reprobate in the stocks ; 
he danced, it was round the whipping-post, whicb. might t 
be termed the Puritan, Maypole. ' 

A party of these grim Puritans, toiling through the 
difficult woods, each with a horse-load of iron armor to 
burden his footsteps, would sometimes draw near the 
aonnj precincts of Merry Mount. There were the silken 
coloniBta, sporting round their Maypole ; perhaps teach- 
ing a bear to dance, or striving to communicate their 
mirth to the grave Indian ; or masquerading in the skins 
of deer and wolves, which they had hunted for that 
eapeeial purpose. Often, the whole colony were playing 
at blind-man's-buff, magistrt'tes and all with their eyes 
bandaged, except a single scape-goat, whom the blijided 
sinners pursued by the tmiding of the bells at his gar- 
ments. Once, it is said, they were seen following a 
flower-decked corpse, with merriment and festive muff 
Ki iiis grave. But did l\ie ieaA. l^ali^a.^\^'^ \o.S ^ 
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quietest times, they sang bailads and told tales, for 
edification of their pious visitirs ; or perplexed them 
juggling tricks; or griuned at them through horse-col 
lara ; mid when sport itself grew wearisome, thej 
game of their own stupidity, and began a yawning match. 
At the very least of these enormities, the men of iroa 
shook iheir heads and frowjied so darkly, that the revel- 
lers looked up, imagining that a mouieiitary cloud had 
overcast the sunshine, which was to be perpetual there. 
On the other liaud, the Paritana afflrmed, that, when a 
psalm was pealmg from their place of worship, the acho 
which the forest sent them hack seemed often like the 
chorus of a jolly catch, closmg with a roar of laughter. 
Who but the fiend, and his bond sIhtcs, the crew of 
Merry Mount, had thas disturbed them ? In due time, 
a feud arose, stem and bitter on one side, and us serious 
on the other as anything couJd be among such light spir- 
its at had sworn allegiance to the Maypole. The future 
complesion of New England was involved in this impor- 
tant quarrel. Should the grizzly sainis establish their 
jurisdiction over the gay sinners, then would their spirits 
darken all the clime, and make it a land of clouded vissges, 
of hard tod, of sermon and psalm forever. But should 
the banner staff of Merry Mount be fortunate, sunshine 
would break upon the hills, and flowers would beautify 
the forest, and late posterity do homage to the Maypole. 

After these authentic passages from history, we return 
to the nuptials of the Lord and Lady of the May. Alas ! 
we have delayed too long, and must darken our tale too 
suddenly. As we glance ag'ain at the Maypole, a solitary 
sunbeam is fading from the summit, and leaves only a 
bint, golden tinge, blended with the hues of the rainbow 
banner. Even that dim light is now withdrawn, lelin- 

'abiag the whole doaima of Merry Mount to the 
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ing g:loom, widcb has rushed so instantaneously from tJia 
black suiTOUDiJing woods. But some of these black 
slittdowB have rushed fortli ia human shape. 

Yes, with the setting sun, the \mt da; of mirth Lad 
passed from Merrj Mount. The ring of gaj masquers 
was disordered and broken ; the stag lowered his antlers 
in dismay ; the wolf grew weaker than a Iamb ; the bells 
of the morris dancers tinkled with tremulous afiright. 
The Puritans had played a chsrocteristic part in the May- 
pole mummeries. Their darksome figures were inter- ' 
mixed with the wild shapes of their foes, and made the ' 
sceue a, picture of the moment, when waking thoughts j 
start np amid the scattered fantasies of a dream. The f 
le^er of the hostile party stood in the centre of the circle, 
while the rout of monsters cowered around him, hke evil 
spirits in the presence of a dread magician. No fantastia 
foolery could look him in the face. So stem was tha 
energy of his aspect, that the whole man, visage, frame, 
and soul, seemed wrought of iron, gifted with life and 
thought, yet all of oue substance with his headpiece and 
breastplate. It was the Puritan of FuritanB; it was 
Eudicutt himself ! 

" Sland off, priest of Baal ! " said he, with a grim 
frown, and laying no reverent hand upon the surplice, 
" I know thee, Blackstone ! • 'ThoQ art the man, who 
eonldst not abide the rule even, of thine own corrupted 
church, and hast come hither to preach iniquity, and to 
give eiample of it in thy life. But now shall it he seen 
that the Lord bath sanctified this wilderness for bis 

* Did Goveraor Eadicatt (peak leas poaidvFly, we should 
■aspect a mistake here. The Ret. Mr. Bloi^kstoae, though an 
eaoGDtrii!, is not knuwn to have been nn imtnorol man. Wa 
rather doubt hia identity Hith the priest it M.bii^ %ti\»A. 
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peculiar people. Woe unto them, tljat would defile it! 
Aivd first, for this flower-decked ftbominatiDn, the altar of 
thy worst ip ! " 

And with his keen sword Endicott assaulted tlie hal- 
lowed Mavpolc. Nor long did it resitit his arm. It 
groaned with a dismal sound j it showered leaves and 
rosebuds npou the remorseless enthusiast; and flnailj, 
with all its green boughs, and ribbons, and flowers, sym- 
bolic of departed pleasures, down fell the banner sFtaff at 
Merrj Mount. As it sank, tradition says, the eveniug 
sky grew darker, and the woods threw forth a more 
sombre shadow. 

" There," cried Endicott, looking triumphantly on his 
work, — "there liea the only Maypole in New Eugland ! 
The thought is strong withm me, that, by its fall, ia 
shadowed forth the fate of light and idle mirth-makers, 
amongst ns aod our posterity. Amen, saitb John En- 
dicott." 

" Amen ! " echoed his followers. 

But the votaries of the Maypole gave one groan fat 
their idol At the sound, the Puritan leader glanced at 
the crew of Comus, each a figure of broad mirili, yet, at 
this moment, strangely expressive of sorrow and dismay. 

"Valiant captain," qnolh Peter Palfrey, the Ancient 
of the band, " what ordw sliall be taken with the prison- 

" I thought not lo repent me of cutting down a May- 
pole," replied Endicott, "yet now I could find in my 
heart to ]ilant it agam, and give each of these bestial 
titer dance round their idol. It would have 
Berved rarely for a whipping-post ! " 

"But there are pine-trees enow," suggested the lion- 
^ int. 
^7h/4 good Ancient, " sjtid the leader. " Wherefore, 
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bind the heathen crew, and bestow on them a small 
matter of stripes apiece, as eamest of our future justice. 
Set some of tlie rogaea in the stocks to rest themselves, 
BO aoon aa Provideuce shall bring ua to one of our own 
well-ordered settlementa, where such aceommodationa 
maj be found. Further peoaltiea, auch aa branding 
and cropping of eara, shall be thongbt of hereafUir." 

" How many stripes for the priest P " inquired Ancient 
Palfrej. 

" None aa jet," answered Endicott, bending his iron 
feown upon the culprit, " It naust be for tbe Great and 
General Court to delermiQe whether stripes and long 
impriaonment, and other grieroua penalty, maj atone 
for his transgressions. Let him look to himself! Por 
snch as violate our civil order, it may be permitted us 
to show mercy. But woe to the wretch that troubleth 
onr religion!". 

" And this dancing bear," resumed the officer. " Muat 
he share the stripes of his fellows P " 

"Shoot him through the head!" said the enei^etio 
Puritan. "I auapect witchcraft in tbe beoat." 

"Here be a couple of aliining onea," continued Peter 
Palfrey, pointing his weapon at the Lord and Lady of 
the May^ " They seem to be of high station among these 
misdoera. Methinks their dignity will not be fitted with 
less than a double share of stripes." 

Endicott rested on liia aword, and closely surveyed the 
dreas and aspect of the hapless pair. There t!iey stood, 
pale, downcast, and apprehensive. Yet there was an air 
of mutual support, and of pure affection, seeking aid and 
giving it, that showed them to he man and wife, with the 
. sanction of a priest upon their love. The youth, in the 
peril of the moment, had dropped his gilded staff, and 
thrown his arm about the Lady at i\i6 '\Jia,"^,-^Vi\iss>sA. ' 



74 TWTOE-TOLD TALES. 

against bis breast, too lightly to burden him, but 'vitli 
weight enough to express that their destinies were linked 
together, for good or evil. They looked firat at each 
other, and then into the grim captain's face. There they 
' stood, in the first hoar of wedlock, while the idle plea^- 
nrea, of which their companions were the emblems, bad 
given place to the sternest carea of life, personified by 
the dark Puritans. But never had their youthful beauty 
seemed so pure and high, as when its glow was chastened 
by adversity. 

"Youth," said Endicott, "ye stand in an evil case, 
thou and thy maiden wife. Make ready presently , for 
I am minded that ye shall both have a token to remember 
your weddmg-day ! " 

"Stem man," cried the May Lord, "how can I move 
thee ? Were the means a.t hand, I would resist to the 
death. Being powerless, I -entreat ! Do with uie as thou 
■wilt, but let Edith go nntouohed ! " 

"Not 90," replied the immitigable zealot. "We are 
not wout to show an idle courtesy to that sex, which 
requireth the stricter discipUne. What sajest thou, 
maid ? Shall thy silken bridegroom suffer thy share 
of the penalty, beaides his ownP" 

" Be it death," said Edith, " and lay it all on me ! " 

Tmly, as Endicott had said, the poor lovers stood in 
a woful ease. Their foes were triumphant, their friends 
captive and abased, their home desolate, the benighted 
wilderness around them, aud a rigorous destiny, in the 
shape of the Puritan leader, their only guide. Yet the 
deepening twilight could not altogether conceal that the 
iron man was softened ; he smiled at the fair spectacle 
of early love ; he almost sighed for the inevitable blight 
of early hopes. 

"The troubles of Me have come hastily on this young 
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conpie," observed Endicott. "We will see haw they 
comport themselves under their present trials, ere we 
burden tbem with greater. If, among the spoil, there 
be any garments of a more decent fashion, let them be 
put upon this May Lord and his Lady, instead of tbeir 
gliateiung vanities. Look to it, some of you." 

" And shall not the youth's hair be cut P " asked Peter 
Palfrey, looking with abhorrence at the loveJock and 

ig glossy curia of the young man. 

" Crop it forthwith, and that in the true pumpkin-shell 
fashion," answered the captain. " Then bring them along 
1 us, but more gently than their fellows. Tliere be 
qualities in the youth, which may make him valiaut to 
fight, and sober to toil, and pious to pray ; and in the 
maiden, that may Gt her to become a mother in our 
Israel, bringing up babes in better nurture than her own 
hath been. Nor think ye, young ones, that they are the 
happiest, even in our lifetime of a moment, who misspend 
it in daucing round a Maypole ! " 

And Endicott, the severest Puritan of aH who laid the 
rock foundation of New England, lifted the wreath of 
roses from the ruin of the Maypole, and threw it, with 
owa gauDtleted hand, over the heads of the Lord 
and Lady of the May. It was a deed of prophecy. As ■ 
" B moral gloom of the world overpowers all systematic 
gayety, even so was their home of wild mirth mode deao. 
late amid the sod forest. They returned to it no more. 
But, as their flowery garland was wreathed of the bright- 
est roses that had grown there, so, in the tie that united 
them, were iutertwiued all the purest and best of their 
arly joys. They went heavenward, supporting each 
other along the difficult path vhich it was their lot to 
tread, and never wasted one regretful thought on the 
vanities of Merry Mount. 
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L|g||>^N tlie course of tlip jcar 1056, several of the 
^Iffi people called Quakers, led, as they professed, 
f^^^'l b; the inward movement of the spirit, made 
their appearance in New England. Their reputation, as 
holders of mjstin and pernicious principles, havbg spread 
before them, the Puritans early endeavored to banish, 
and to prevent the further intrusion of the rising sect. 
But the measures bj which it was intended to purge the 
land of heresy, though more than aufflcientlj vigorous, 
were entirely unsuccessful. The Quakers, esteeming 
persecution as a divine call to the post of danger, laid 
claim to a holy courage, unknown to the Puritans them- 
selves, who had shuimcd the cross, by providiiig for the 
peaceable exercise of their religion in a distant wilder- 
ness. Though it was the smgular fact, that every nation 
of the earth rejected the wandering enthusiasts who prac- 
tised peace towards all men, the place of greatest uneasi- 
ness and peril, and therefore, in their eyes, the moat 
ehgtble, was the province of Massachusetts Bay. 

The fines, imprlsonmeiitB, and stripes, liberally distrib- 
uted by our pious forefathers, the popular BTilipathy, 
SO strong that it endured nearly a hmidred years after 
Bctoal persecution bad ceased, were attractions as power- 
' ' &r ibe Qaakers as peaoe, honor, and reward would 
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hflTe been, for tlie worldlj-rainded. Everj European 
■vessel brougljt new cargoa of the sect, eager to testify 
against tlie oppreaaion wliioh tijej hoped to ahare ; aud, 
wben shipmasters were restrained by lieavj fiues from 
aSbrding tlieiu passage, they made long and circuitous 
joumaya tliroiigh the Indian country, and appeared in 
the province as if conveyed by a supernatural power. 
Their enthusiasm, heightened almost to madness by the 
treatment which they received, produced actions oontmty 
to the rales of decency, as well oa of rational rehgion, and 
presented a singular contrast to the calm and st^id de- 
portment of their sectarian auccessora of the present day. 
The eommand of the spirit, inaudible except to tlie soul, 
and not to be controyerted on grounds of human wisdom, 
was made a plea for moat indecorous eihibitions, which, 
abstractedly considered, well deaerred the moderate 
chastisement of the rod. These extrayaganoes, and the 
persecution which was at once their cause and conse- 
quence, continued to increase, till, in the year 1659, the 
government of Massachusetts Bay indulged two members 
of the Quaker seet with the crown of martyrdom. 

All indelible stain of blood is upon the hands of all 
who consented to this act, but a large ahare of the awful 
responsibihty must rest npon the person tlien at the head 
of the government. He was a man of narrow mind and 
imperfect education, and his tmcompromising bigotry 
was made hot and mischievous by violent and hasty pna- 
siona i he exerted his influence indecorously and unjusti- 
fiahly to compaas the death of the enthusmsts ; and his 
whole conduct, in ceapeot to them, was marked by brutal 
cruelty. The Quakers, whose revengeful feelings were 
not less deep because they were inactive, remembered 
thia man and his associates, in after times. The histo< 
ma of the sect affirms that, by the wrath of HetLveo, & 
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blight fell upon the land in the viciuitj of tlie "bloody 
town " of Boston, so that no wheat would grow there ; 
and he takes hia stand, as it were, among the graves of 
the ancient persecotors, and triumphantlj recounts the 
jndgmeiits that 07Ertoo]t them, in old age or at the part- 
ing hour. He tella U9 that they died suddenly, and vio- 
lently, and in madness ; but nothing can exceed the bitter 
mockery with which he records the loathsome disease, 
and " death by rottenness," of the fierce and cruel gov- 



On the eyeuing of the Butumn day, that had witnessed 
the martyrdom of two men of the Quitker persuasion, 
a Puritan settler was returning from tiie metropolis to 
the neighboring eountrj town in which he resided. The 
«r WHS cool, the sky clear, and the lingering twilight was 
mode brighter bj the rajs of a young moon, which had 
now nearly reached the verge of the horizon. The trav- 
eller, a miin of middle age, wrapped in a gray frieze 
cloak, quickened his pace wheu he had reached the oat- 
skirts of the town, for a gloomy eitent of nearly four 
miles lay between him and his home. The low, atraw- 
thatjjhed houses were scattered at considerable intervals 
along the road, and the country havmg been settled but 
about thirty years, the tracts of original forest still bore 
no amuU proportion to the cultivated ground. The 
autumn wind wandered among the branches, whirling 
away the leaves from all encept the pine-trees, and moan- 
ing OS if it lamented the desolation of whicb it was the 
instrument. -The road had penetrated the mass of woods 
that lay nearest to the town, and was just emerging into 
an open spaoe, when the traveller's ears were saluted by 
ft sound more mournful than even that of the wind. It 
■TO Jike the wailing of Bame one ia diatreaa, and it u 
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to proceed from beneath a tall and loiiel; fir-tree, in tlis 
ceutre of a cleared, but unenclosed and uncultivated field. 
The Puritan could not but remember that this was the 
very spot which had been made accursed a few hours 
befbre b; the execution of the Quakers, whose bodies had 
been thrown together into one liaaty grave, beneath the 
tree on which they aoffered. He struggled, however, 
against the superstitious feara which belonged to the age, 
and compelled himself to pause and listen. 

" The voice is most likely mortal, nor have I cause to 
tremble if it be otherwise," thought he, straining his eyes 
through the dim moonlight. "Methinks it is like the 
wailing of a. child; some infant, it may be, which has 
strayed from its mother, and chanced npon this place of 
death. For the ease of mine own conscience, I must 
aeareh this matter out." 

He therefore left the path, and walked somewhat fear- 
fullj across tbe field. Tbough now so desolate, its aoU 
was pressed down and trampled by the thousand footsteps 
of those who had witnessed the spectacle of that day, all 
of whom had now retired, leaving the dead to their lone- 
liness. The traveller at length reached the fir-tree, which 
from the middle upward was covered with living branches, 
althougb a scaffold had been erected beneath, and other 
preparations made for the work of death. Under this 
unhappy tree, which in after times was believed to drop 
poison with ila dew, sat the one solitary mourner for in- 
nocent blood. It was a slender and light-clod Uttle boy, 
who leaned his face upon a hillock of fresh-tamed and 
half-frozen earth, and wailed bitterly, yet in a suppressed 
tone, as if his grief might receive tbe punishment of crime. 
The Puritan, whose approach had been nnperceived, laid 
his hand upon the child's shoulder, aod addressed him 
compassionately. 



80 TWICE-TOLD TAI^S. 

"You ImTe cTioseu a dreary lodging, my poor boy, 
and no wonder that you weep," said he. "But dry 
yoor eyes, and tell me where your mother dwells. I 
promise you if the journey be not too tar, I will leave 
you in her arms to-night." 

The boy bad hushed his wailing at once, and turned 
his fece upward to the stranger. It was a pale, bright- 
eyed countenance, certaifdy not more than six years 
old, but sorrow, fear, and want had destroyed much of 
its infantile expression. Tbe Puritan, seeing the boy's 
fi-ightened gaze, and feeling that he trembled imder his 
hand, endeavored to reassure him. 

"Nay, if I intended to do you harm, little lad, tho 
readiest way were to leave you here. What ! jou do 
not fear to sit beneath the gallows on a new-made grave, 
and jet you tremble at a friend's touch. Take heart, 
child, and tell me what is your name, and where is your 

"Ftieud," replied the little boy, in a sweet, though 
(altering voice, " they call me Dbrahim, and my home is 

The pale, spiritual face, the eyes that seemed to niiugle 
with the nioouliglit, the sweet airy voice, and the out- 
landish name almost made (he Puritan beJievG that the 
boy was in truth a benig which had sprung up out of 
the grave on which he sat But perceiving that the ap- 
parition stood the test of a short mental prayer, and 
remembering that tbe arm which he had touched was 
life-like, he adopted a more rational supposition. "The 
poor ohild is stricken in his inteEect," thought he, " but 
verily his words are fearful, in a place like this." He 
then spoke soothingly, intending lo humor the boy'a 
fimtasy. 

"Your home will scarce be comfortable, Ilbrahim, 



him, i 
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this cold autuiim night, and I fear jou are ill provided 
vfitb food. I am hastening to a warm siipper and bed, 
and if joii will go with ine, jou shall share them ! " 

" I thank thee, I'ricud, but thougli I be htin^j, and 
shivering with cold, tbou wilt not givo me food nor 
lodging-," replied the boy, in the quiet tone wliich de- 
spair had tonght him, even 90 young. " My father wa« 
of the people whom all men hate. They have laid him 
under this heap of earth, aii<i here is my home." 

The Puritan, who had laid hold of little Hbrahim's 
hand, relinquished it as if he were touehing a loathsome 
reptile. But he possessed a compassionate heart, which 
not even religions prejndioe could harden into stone. 

" God forbid that I should leave this child to perish, 
though he comes of the accursed seot," said he to him- 
self. " Do we not all spring ttoia an evil root F Are 
we not all in darkness till the light doth shine npon ns ? 
He shall not perish, neither in body, nor, if prayer and 
instruction may avail for him, in sonl," He then spoka 
Blond and kindly to llbrahim, who had again hid his face 
in the cold eartli of the grave. " Was every door in 
land shut against you, my cluld, that you have wandered 
to this unhallowed spot ? " 

" They drove me forth from the prison when they took 
my father (hecce," said the boy, " and I stood afar off, 
watching the crowd of people ; and when they were gone, 
I came hither, and found only this grave. I knew that 
my father was sleeping here, and I said. This shall lie n 
home." 

"No, child, no; not while I have a roof over n, 
head, or a morsel to share with you!" exclaimed the 
Purilan, whose sympathies were now fully excited. 
" Eise up and come with me, and fear not any harm." 

The boy wept afresh, and cbing tratktWsa A i»:(^l 



82 TWICE-TOLD T&XES. 

as if the cold heart beueath it were ■wanner to lum than 
any ia a living breast. Tlie traveller, however, continued 
to eutreat him tenderly, and seeming to acquire soma 
degree of confidence, he at length arose. But his slen- 
der limbs tottered with weakness, liis little head grev 
dizzy, and he leaned against the tree of death for support. 

" My poor boy, are you so feeble F " said the Puritan. 
" When did you taste food last F " 

"I ate of bread and water with my father in the 
prison," replied Ebrahim, "hut they brought him none 
neither yesterday nor to-day, saying that he had eaten 
enough to boar him to bis journey's end. Trouble not 
thyself for mj hunger, kind friend, for I have lacked 
food many times ere now." 

The traveller took the child in his arms and wrapped 
bis cloak about him, while his heart stirred with shame 
and anger against the gratuitous cruelty of the instru- 
ments in this persecution. In the awakened warmth of 
Hs feelings, he resolved that, at whatever risk, he would 
not forsake the poor little defenceless being whom 
Heaven had confided to his care. With this determina- 
tion, he left the accursed field, and resumed the Lome- 
ward path from which the "wailing of the boy had called 
him. The light and motionless burden scarcely impeded 
his progress, and he soon beheld the Arc rays from the 
windows of the cottage wliioli he, a native of a distant 
olime, had built in the Western wilderness. It was aur- 
lounded by a considerable extent of cultivated ground, 
and the dwelling was situated in the nook of a wood- 
covered hill, whither it seemed to have crept for pro- 
teclion, 

" Look up, child," said the Puritan to Hbrahim, 
whose faint head had sunk upon his shoolder, "thare 
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At the word "liome," b thrill passed thraugli ths . 
child's fnioe, bat he continued silent, A few momenta 
brought them to the cottage-door, at which the owner 
knocked ; for at that early period, wlieu savages were 
wiuideriiig everywhere among the settlers, bolt and bar 
I indispensable to the security of a dwelling. The 
sttoiQions was answered bj a, bond-aervant, a coarae-clad 
and dull-featured piece of hnmanity, who, after ascer-- 
taining that his master was the applicant, undid the door, 
and held a Qaring pine-knot torch to light him in,, 
Farther back in the passage-way, the red blaze discov- 
ered a matronly woman, but no little crowd of children 
le bounding forth to greet their father's return. A> 
the Furitaa entered, he thrust aside his doak. Bod dis- 
pbyed Ubrahim'a face to the female. 

" Dorothy, here is a little outcast whom Providence 
hath put into our hands," observed he. "Be kiud to 
lim, even as if be were of those dear ones who have 
ieparted from us." 

" What pale and bright-ey&d little boy is this, Tobias ? " 
she inquired, " Is be one whom the wilderness folk hare 
ravished from some Christum mother? " 

"No, Dorothy, this poor child is no captive from tha 
wilderness," he replied. " The heathen savage wunld 
h&ve given him to eat of his scanty morsel, and to drink 
of his birchen cup; but Christian men, ahis! had cast " 
him out to die." 

Then lie told her how he had found hiin beneath the 
giillows, upon his father's gr!ive ; and how bis lieart had 
prompted him, like the speaking of on inward voice, to 
take the little outcast home, and be kind unto him. He 
acknowledged his resolution to feed a[id clothe him, as if 
he were his own child, and to afford him the instruction 
which should counteract the pernicious errors hitherto 



84 TWICE-TOLD TALES, 

instilled into his infant miod. Dorothy was gii 
ereo a quicker tenderness than her husband, and s 
approved of ail his doings and intentions. 

"Have you a mother, dear child?" she inquired. 

The tears burst forth from his fall heart, as he 
tempted to reply ; but Dorothy at length understood ti 
he had a mofliBr, who, like the rest of her sect, was ^ 
persecuted wanderer. She had been ta,ken from t 
prison a short time before, carried into the uninliabilfld 
wilderaeas, and bft to perish there by hunger or wild 
beasts. This was no uncommon method of disposing of 
the Quakers, and they were accustomed to boast, that 
the inhabitants of the desert were more hospitable Ifl 
tbem than civilized man. 

'Tear not, little boy, you shall not need a mother, 
and a kind one," said Dorothy, when abe had gathered 
this information. " Dry your tears, Ilbrahim, and be my 
child, as I will be your mother." 

The good woman prepared the little bed, from which 
her own children had successively been borne to another 
resting-place. Before Ilbrahim would consent to occupy 
it, he knelt down, and as Dorothy listened to his simple 
and afiectlng prayer, she marvelled how the parents that 
had taught it to him could hare been Judged worthy of 
death. Wbea the boy had fallen asleep, she bant over 
his pole and spiritual cotmlenance, pressed a kiss upon 
bis white brow, drew the bedclothes up about his neck, 
and went away with a pensivo gladness in her heart. 

Tobias Pearson was not among the earhest eniigranta 
from the old counlry. He had remaiaed in England 
during the first years of the civil war, iu which ho had 
borne some share as a cornet of dragoons, under Crom. 
veU. But when the ambitious designs of his leader 

■^a to develop themBelves, he quitted the anny of the 
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Farliament, and sought a refnge from the strife, whlcb 
was no longec liolj, among the people of his persuaBion 
in the oolonj of Massachusetts. A more worHI;^ eon- 
aideration had perhaps mi inSueuce in drawing him 
thither; for New Engbnd offered advantages t^ men of 
unprospcToua fortunes, as well as to dissaliafled religion- 
ists, and Pearson hud liitherto found it difficult to provide 
for a wife and increEising ikmfly. To this supposed im- 
purity of motive, the more bigoted Puritans ware inclined 
b) impute the removal by death of all the children, for 
whose earthly good the father had been over-tboughttuL 
Thej had left their native country blooming lite rosea, 
and like roses they had perished in a foreign soil. Those 
expounders of the ways of Providence, who had thus 
judged their brother, and attributed his domestic sorrows 
to his sin, were not more chsLritahle when tbey saw him 
and Dorothy endeavoring to fill up the void iu their 
hearta by the adoption of an iniimt of the accursed sect. 
Nor did they fail to communicate their disapprobation to 
Tobias ; but the latter, in reply, merely pointed at the 
little, quiet, lovely boy, whose appearance and deport- 
ment were indeed as powerful arguments as oould pos- 
sibly have been adduced in his own ikvor. Even his 
beauty, however, and his winning manners, sometimes 
produced an effect ultimately nnfavorable ; for the bigots, 
when the outer surfaces of their iron hearts Lad been 
softened and again grew hard, affirmed that no merely 
natural cause could have so worked upon them. 

Their antipathy to the poor infant was ako increased 
by the ill success of divers theological discussions, iu 
which it was attempted to eonvirice him of the errors of 
iiis scot. Hbrahim, it is tme, was not a skilful contro- 
versialist i but the feeling of his religion was strong as 
' I bim, and he oould neither be enticed nor 
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driven from the faith wliict liis father had died for. 
odium of this stubbomneBs was shared in a great 
nre by the chUd'a proteetora, insomuch tliat Tobias and 
Dorotliy very shortly began to esperience a most bitter 
Bpeeies of persecution, in the cold regards of many a 
friend whom they bad valued. The oommon people 
manifested their opmiong more openly. Pearson was a 
man of some consideration, beiiigr a representative to the 
General Court, and an approved lieutenant in the train- 
bands J yet within a week after his adoption of Ilhrahim, 
he had been both hissed and hooted. Once, also, wlien 
walking throug-h a solitary piece of woods, he heard a 
loud voice from some invisible speaker; and it cried, 
"Wliat shall bo done to the backsliderP Lo! the scourge 
is knotted for him, even the whip of nine cords, and 
every cord three knots ! " These insults irritated Pear- 
son's temper for the moment; they entered also into his 
heart, and became imperceptible bnt powerful workers 
towards an end which his most secret thought had not 
yet whispered. 

On the second Sabbath after Ilbrahim became a mem- 
ber of their family, Pearson and his wife deemed it proper 
that he should appear with them at publm worship. They 
had anticipated some opposition to this measure from the 
boy, bnt he prepared himself in silence, and at the ap- 
pointed hour was clad in the new mourning suit which 
Ilorothy had wronght for lim. As the parish was then, 
and durbg many subsequent years, unprovided with a 
hell, the signal for the commencement of religious eier- 
cises was the beat of a drum. At the first sound of that 
martial call to the place of holy and quiet thoughts, 
Tobias and Dorothy set forth, each holding a hand of 
Mde Xlbrabim, like two parents linked together by the 
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infant of tbeic bve. On tbeir patli through the leaQesa 
woods, thej were overtaked bj uiany persona of tbeir 
acquaintance, all of wiiom avoided chem, and passed by 
ou the other side ; but a seTerer trial awaited their oon- 
stonc; whea the; had descended the hill, and drew near 
the pine-built and undecorated house of prayer. Around 
the door, from which the drummer still sent forth big 
thundering summons, was drawn up a formidsible pha- 
lanx, including several of tbe oldest membera of the con- 
gregation, manj of the middle aged, atid nearly all the 
younger males. Pearson found it difficult to sustain 
their united and disapproving gaze ; but Dorothy, wboso 
mind was differently circumstanced, merely drew the boy 
closer to her, and faltered not in her approach, As they 
entered the door, they overheard the muttered sentimenfa 
of the asseoibli^, and when the reviling voices of tbe 
little cliildren smote Hbrahim'a ear, he wept. 

The interior aspect of the meeting-house was rude. 
The low ceiling, the unplastered walla, tbe naked wood- 
work, and the nndraperied pulpit offered nothing to es- 
eite the devotion, whicb, without such external aids, often 
remains latent in the heart. The floor of the building 
was occupied by rows of long, cusbionless benches, sup- 
plying the place of pews, and the broad aisle formed k 
Beiual division, impassable except by children beneath a 
cert^u age. 

Pearson &nd Dorothy separated at the door of the 
meetiug-honse, and Ilbrahira, being nitbin tbe years of 
infancy, was retained under the care of the latter. The 
wrinkled beldams involved tbemselves in their rusty 
cloaks as ha passed by ; even the mild-fcatured maidens 
seemed to dread contaniinatioa ; and many a stcru old 
man arose, and turned his repulsive and ujiheavenly 
oountenance upon the gentle boj, as if tbe uu^'^.'C^'^vx.'b 
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polluted by Ilia presence. Ho wua a sweet infant of the 
ekies, that had strayed away from Lis Lome, and all the 
mhabitants of this miserahli; world closed up their impure 
hearts against him, drew back their earth-soiled garments 
from his touch, and said, " We are holier than thou." 

Bbrahim, seated by the side of his adopted mother, 
and retMning fast hold of her hand, assmned & grave and 
decorous demeanor, such as might befit a person of 
matured taste and understanding, who should find him- 
self in a temple dedicated to some worship which he did 
not recognize, but felt himself bound to respect. The 
exercises had not yet commenced, howeret, when the 
boy's attention was arrested by au eveut, apparently of 
trifling interest. A woman, having her face muffled in a 
bood, and a cloak drawn completely about her forn, 
advanced slowly up the broad aisle, and took a place upon 
the foremost bench, Ilbrahiai's faint color varied, hia 
nervea fluttered, he waa unable to turn his eyes from the 
mulilcd female. 

When tlie preUrainary prayer and hjmn. were over, the 
minister arose, and having turned the hour-glass which 
stood by the great Bible, commenced his discourse. He 
was now well stiicken in years, a man of pale, thin 
countenuaoe, and his gray hairs were closely covered by 
a black velvet skullcap. In hia younger days he had 
practically learned the meaning of persecution from Arch- 
bishop Land, and he was not now disposed to forget the 
lesson against which he had murmured then. Introducing 
the often-discussed subject of the Quakers, Le gave a 
history of that sect, and a description of their tenets, in 
which error predominated, aud prejudice distorted the 
aspect of what was true. He adverted to the recent 
measures in the province, .and cautioned hia hearers of 
Veaker parts against calling m qnestiou the just severity. 
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which God-fearing magislrat^s liad at lengtli been com- 
pelled to eserciae. He spoke of tlie danger of pity, in 
some coses a comoieiidable tuid Chcistiau virtue, but in- 
applicable to tliis pertticioii» sect. He observed that 
such was their devilish obstiuacj in error, tbiit even the 
little children, the sucking babes, were hardened and 
desperate heretics. He affirmed that no man, without 
Heaven's especial warrant, should attempt their con- 
Tersion, lest while he lent hia hand to draw tliem from 
the slough, he should himself be precipitated into its 
lowest depths. 

The sands of the second hour were principally in the 
lower half of the glass, when the sermon concluded. An. 
approving murmur followed, and the clergyman, having 
given out a hynin, took his seat with much seK-con- 
gratulatioa, and endeavored to read the effect of bis 
eloquence in the visages of the people. But while voices 
from all parts of the house were tuning themselves to 
sing, a scene occurred, which, though not very unusual 
at that period in the province, happened to be without 
precedent in thb parish. 

The muffled female, who had hitherto sat motionless iu 
the front rank of the audience, now arose, and with slow, 
stately, and unwavering step ascended the pulpit stairs. 
The quiverings of incipient harmony were hushed, and the 
divine sat in speechless and almost terrified astonishmeni, 
while she undid the door, and stood up in the sacred desk 
jrom which his maledictions had just been thundered. 
She then divested herself of the cloak and hood, and 
appeared in a most singular array. A shapeless robe of 
saokcloth was girded about her waist wilh a knotted 
cord 1 her raven \iaii fell down upon her shoulders, and 
its blackness was defiled by pale streaks of ashes, which 
■he had strewn upon her head. Her eyebrows, dark and 



90 TWICE-TOLD TALES, 

strongly defined, added td the deatLI; wUteness of & 
countenance, which, emaciated with vaut, and wQd witL 
enthusiasm and strange sorrows, retained no trace ol 
earlier beaatj. This ligurc stood gazing- eamestlj on the 
audience, and there was no sound, nor an; movement, 
except a faint shuddering which erecy man obseired in 
his neighbor, bat was scarcely couscions of in himse^ 
At length, when her fit of insiHratiou came, she spoke, 
for the first few momenta, in a low voice, and not in- 
variably diiitinct utterance. Kcr discourse gave evidence 
of an imagination hopelessly entangled with her reason ; 
it was a vague and incomprehensible rhapsody, which, 
however, seemed to spread its own atmosphere round the 
hearer's soul, and to move liia feelings by some influence 
unconnected with the words. As she proceeded, beauti- 
ful hut shadowy images wonld sometimes he seen, like 
bright things moving in a turbid river ; or a strong and 
aingolarly shaped idea leaped forth, and seized at once on 
the understanding or the heart. But the course of her 
unearthly eloquence soon Jed her to the persecutions of 
her sect, and from thence the step was short to her own 
peculiar sorrows. She waa naturidly a woman of mighty 
passions, and hatred and revenge now wrapped, themselves 
in the garb of piety; the characler of her speech was 
changed, her images became distinct though wild, and 
her dennnciations had an almost hellish bitterness. 

"The governor and his mighty men," she said, "have 
gathered together, taking counsel among themselves and 
Baying, ' What shall we do unto this people, — even onto 
the people that have come into this hind to put our in- 
iquity to the blush?' And io ! the Devil entereth into 
the council-chamber, like a lame man of low stature and 
gravely apparelled, with a dark and twisted countenance, 
and. a bright, downcast eye. And he standeth up among 
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liie mleis ; yea, he goeth f o and fro, wliispering to eacli ; 
and every man lends his ear, for bis word ia, ' Slaj, shiy ! ' 
But I say unto je, Woe to tliem that slaj ! Woe to 
them that shed the blood of saints ! Wee to them that 
have skin the husband, and cast forth the child, the 
tender infant, to wander homeless, and hungry, aoid eold, 
till he die; and have saved the mother alive, in the 
cruelty of their tender mercies ! Woe to them in their 
lifetime, cursed are they m the delight and pleasure of 
their hearts ! Woe to them in their death-hour, wliether 
it come swiftly with blood and -violence, or after long 'and 
lingering pain ! Woe, in the dark house, in tbe rotten- 
ness of the grave, when the children's children shall re- 
vile the ashes of the fathers ! Woe, woe, woe, at the 
judgment, when all the persecuted aud all the slain in 
this bloody land, and the father, the mother, and the 
child shall await them in a day that they cannot escape I 
Seed of the faith, seed of the faith, ye whose hearts are 
moving with a power that ye know not, arise, wash jour 
bands of this innooeut blood I Lift your voices, chosen 
ones, cry aloud, and call down a woe and a judgment 

Having thus given vent to the lood of malignity which 
she mistook for inspiration, the speaker visa silent. Her 
voice was succeeded by the hysteric shrieks of aeveriJ 
women, but the feelings of tie audience generally had 
not been drawn onward in the current with her own. 
They remained stupefied, stranded as it were, ia the midst 
of A torrent, which deafened them by its roaring, but 
might not move them by its violence. The clergjnmn, 
who could not hitherto have ejected the usurper of hia 
pulpit otherwise than by bodily force, now addressed her 
in the tone of just indignation and legitimate authority, 

"Get you down, woman, from the holy ylace wysJa. 



92 TWICE-TOLD TALES. V 

you profane," he siud, " Is it to the Lord's house thai 
you come to pour forth the foulness of your heart, and 
the inspiration of the Devil P Get you down, and remem- 
ber that the Beqtence of death is on jou, jea, and shall 
be executed, were it but for this day's work ! " 

" I go, frieud, I go, for the voice hath had its utter- 
ance," replied she, in a depressed and ereu mild tone. 
" I have done my mission unto thee and to thy people. 
Eeward me with stripes, imprisonment, or death, as yfl 
shall be permitted." 

The weakness of exhausted passion caused her steps 
to totter as she descended the pulpit ataira. The people, 
in the mean while, were stirring to and fro on the floor 
of the bouse, whispering among themselves, and ghincing 
towards the intruder. Many of tbem now recognized 
her as the woman who bad assaulted the governor with 
frightful language, as he passed by the window of her 
prison; they knew, also, that she was adjudged to suffer 
death, and had been preserved only by an iuvoluntaij 
banishment into the wilderness. The new outrage, by 
which she bad provoked her fate, seemed to render fur- 
ther lenity impossible ; and a gentleman in military dress, 
with a stout man of inferior rouk, drew towards the door 
of the meeting-house, and awaited her approach. Scarcely 
did her feet press the floor, however, when an unexpected 
scene occurred. In that moment of her peril, when everj 
eje frowned with death, a httle timid boy pressed fortlv 
and threw his arms round liis mother. 

" I am here, mother, it is I, and I will go with tbee to 
prison," he exclaimed. 

She gazed at him with a doubtful and almost frightened 
expression, for she knew that the boy had been cast out 
to perish, and she had not hoped to see his face again, 
/eared, perhaps, that it was but one of the happy 
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Vistons, with wLich her excited fancy had otiao deouived 
her, ia the salitude of the desBrt or in prison. Bui trlien 
she felt !iis hand warm within her owii, luid linnnJ hl» 
little eloquence of cLildiah love, sbc begun lu know tlmt 
she waa yet a niothpr. 

" Blessed ait tlion, my boa," alio sohbod. " Mj linart 
was witbered; yea, dead witb tliue a:id wiLb thy ful.liM; 
imd now it leaps as in tbe ^t moment wbcu I priwcd 
thee to my bosom," 

Sbe knelt down and embriLCod bim again and ngain, 
while the joy that could Hod iio words uxprunsed iUolf 
in broken accents, like the bubbles gnshing^ up to vaniib 
at the surface ot a deep fountain. The Borrows of past 
years, and the dariiBr peril 4hat was nigh, oust not a , 
shadow on tbe brightness of that fleeting inuuicjit. Soon, 
however, the spectators snw a change upon bur &co, ai 
the consciousness nf ber sad eat,atc returned, nnd grief 
supplied tbe fount of teais wliicli Joy bad opened. Uy 
the words she uttered, it would seem tliat the indulgence 
of natural love liad given ber mind a motneiilary senM 
of its errors, a^d made ber know liow far she had atrayed 
from duty, in following tbe dictates of a wUd fanatieiim, 

"In a doleful hour art thou, returned to me, poor boy," 
sbe said, "for thy mother's patb has gone darkening on> 
ward, till now the end is death. Son, son, I have homt 
tbce in my arms when my limbs were totU'ring, and I 
have fed thee with the food tfiat I was fainting for ; yet 
I have ill performed a mother** part hj thrc in life, and 
now I leave tiie« no inhcriLuicc but woe and shame, 
Thonwilt go seekiogtbrougl) tbe world, and find all heart* 
closed sg^ut thee, and tlieir sweet alfFclioui turned to 
bitterness for my sake. My child, my child, bow many a 
pong awaits thy gentle sjnrit, and I tbe cause of sUI" 
~ She hid her face on Ilbnhiai's besd, uui hn \ 
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raven hair, diacoloreil witU the asliea of her moumii^ 
fell down aboBt him like a. veil. A low ftcd interrupted 
moan was the voice of tier lieart'a angnish, and it did not 
fail to more tlie sympathies of many who misfook their 
involuntary virtue for a sin. Sobs were audible in (lio 
female aection of the house, and every man who was a 
father drew his hand across lis eyes. Tobias Pearson 
waa agitated and imeosy, bat a certain feeling like the 
consoiousneaa of giiilt ofipresaed him, so that he eould 
not go forth and offer himself aa the protector of the 
child. Dorotby, however, had watched her huaband'a eye. 
Her mind was free from the influence that Lad begun to 
work on hie, and she drew near the Quaker woman, and 
addreaaed her in the bearing of all tie congregation, 

"Stranger, trust tbia boy to me, and I will be bis 
mother," sbe said, taking Dhrahmi's hand. " Provi- , 
daucc has signally marked out my husband to protect 
bim, and be haa lad. at our table and lodged under our 
roof, now many daja, till our hearts have grown very 
strongly nnto him. Leave the tender child with us, and 
be lit ease concerning his weilaie." 

The Quaker rose from tlie ground, bul drew the boy 
closer to her, while she gazed camcatlj in Dorothy's 
face. Her mild, but saddened features, aiid neat matron- 
ly attire harmonized togetber, and were bke a. verse of 
fireside poetry. Her very aspect proved that she was 
blameless, so far aa moctal eonid be so, in respect to God 
and man ; while the enthusiast, in her robe of sackcloth 
and girdle of knotted cord, had as evidently violated the 
duties of the present life and the future, by flsing her at 
tenlion wholly on the latter. The two females, as they 
held ench a hand of Ilbrdiim, farmed a practical alle- 
gory ; it was rational piety and unbridled fanaticism 
oontending for the empire of a young heart. 
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" Thou art not of our people/' said the Quaker, raonrn- 
Mlj. 

"No, wearenot of your people," replied Dorothj, wifli ' 
mildness, " but we are CliriBtiaiia, looking upward to the 
MmB Heaven with jou. Doubt not that jonr boy shall , 
meet you. there, if tiiere be a blessing on our lender and , 
prsyerM. guidance of him. Thither, I trust, my owa 
children have gone before me, for I also hare been a 
motber; I am no longer so," she added, in a faltering 
lone, "and jour son will have all mj care." 

" But will je lead him iu the path which his parents 
have trodden ? " demanded tlie Quaker. " Can ye teaoh 
him the enlightened faith which bis futhcr has died for, 
and for which I, even I, am soon to become an unwortly 
martyr? The boj bas Iwen baptized in blood; will ye 
keep the mark fresb and ruddy upon his forehead P " 

"I will not deceive yon,'* answered Dorothy. "If 
your child become our child, we must breed !iim up ia 
the instruction which Heaven has imparted to us; we 
must pray for him the prayers of our own faith; we 
must da towards him accordiog to the dictates of our 
own conscicnees, and not of jonrs. Were we to act 
otherwise, we should abuse your trust, even in complying 
with your wbhes." 

The mother looted down upon her hoy with a troubled 
conntenaueB, and then turned her eyea upward to Heav- 
en. She seemed to pray internally, and the contention 
of her Boul was evident. 

"Friend," she said at length to Dorothy, "I doubt 
not that my sou shall receive all earthly tenderness at thy 
hands. Nay, I will believe that even thy imperfect lights 
niay guide hun to a better world ; for surely thou art on 
the path tbither. But thou hast spoken, of a husband. 
Doth he stand here among this multitude of ^eoigle? 
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Let liim (some forth, for I must know to whom I ci 
this most preoions trnst." 

She turned her face npon the male anditora, and after 
a momentary delay, Tobias Pearsoa came forth from 
among them. The Quaker saw the dresa which marked 
his military rank, and shook her liead ; but then she 
noted the hesitating air, the eyes tbat struggled with her 
own, and were vanquished ; the color that went and came, 
and could find uo resting-place. As she gazed, au un- 
mirthful smile spread over ber features, like suusliine 
that grows melancholy in SiOme desolate spot. Her lips 
moved iuaudibly, but at length she spake. 

"I hear it, I hear it. The voioo speaketh within me 
snd saith, 'Leave thy child, Catharine, for hia place is 
here, and go heuee, for I have other work for thee. 
Break the houda of natural affection, martyr thy love, 
and know that in all tliese things eternal wiedom hath its 
en^a.' I go, friends, I go. Take ye my hoy, mj pre- 
cious jewel. I go hence, trusting that all shaJl be well, 
and that even for his infant hands there is a labor in the 
vineyard." 

She knelt down and whispered to Ubrahim, who at 
first struggled and cluag to his mother, with sobs and 
teirs, but remained passive when she had kissed his 
cheek and arisen from the grouud. Having held her 
hands over his head in mental prayer, she was ready ta 

"FareweD, frienda in mine extremity," she said to 
Pearson and his wife ; " the good deed ye have done me 
is a treasure laid up in Heaven, to be returned a thou- 
sand-fold hereafter. And fareweU ye, mine enemies, to 
whom it is not permitted to harm so much as a hair of 
jiyr head, nor to stay my footsteps even for a moment, 
■"' dsjis coming when je shall call uponme to witneat 
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for ye to this oue sin uQCOmmitted, ami I vill r 

SIiG turued her steps tn.wards tlie door, aud tlic men, 
who bad statioued tbemsclvea to guard it, withdrew, and 
suffered her to psaa. A genenJ sGutimeiit of pitj orer- 
came the virulence of religious hatred. Sanctified bj her 
love and her affliction, she went forth, and all the people 
gazed after her till she had jonmeycd up the hi^, 'and 
was lost behind its brow. She went, the apostle of her 
own unquiet heart, to renew the wanderings of past 
jears. For her Toice had been already heard in many 
lands of ChristoDdoni ; and she had piued in the cells of 
a CatboUc Inquisition before she felt the lasb, and ky in 
the dungeons of the Puritans. Her mission had ei- 
tendcd also to the followers of the Prophet, and from them 
she had received the coarteay and kindness which all 
the contending sects of our purer religion uuited to deny 
her. Her husband and herself had resided many months 
iu Turkey, where even the Sultan's countenance was 
gracious to tbem ; in that pagan land, too, was Xlbrahim's 
birthplace, and his Oriental name was a mark of gratitude 
for the good deeds of an unbelieTer. 

WliBn Pearson and bis wife had thus acquired all the 
rights over Ilbrahim that could be delegated, their aifeo- 
Ijon for him became, like the memory of thck native 
laud, or their mild sorrow tor the dead, a piece of the 
iiimiovahle furniture of their hearts. The boy, also, 
after a week or two of mental disquiet, began to gratify 
liis protectors, by many inadvertent proofs that be con- 
sidered them as parents, and their house as home. Be- 
fore the winter snowa were melted, the persecuted infant, 
the little wanderer from a remote and heathen country, 
seemrd nalive in the NewEuglaudcottB,ga,a)iA\fiafc^(BSB^ 



gifciic tBKtm^MDtx^ b^ ttumf&tg ta Hike • 
rfAnbor. He OMtf^nee of Oe tela iiMC _^ 

■nmmatiaB to <fisav^ dM Ike cmcwn » i^ 
feiwtjna rf diB •mmA, mJ lie iu eg uiw ; tofc _ 
aad near ag wA of Ik ^ ihowu . Aatlagama, fo- \ 



oeptilile twist irfnrijjiinr ii J iht ■!■ iihwimmmbii 
ofttebnast; fbou^Kbod;, n^BhrmibecnHalai 
tine, bat baltj m ilHotf afi iis ili ImIi He dispoiaiaB J 
of liie bOT wu aollai ud lacrred, nd I]n! Tilb^ sdiixil-'' 
BMater stigmatixd bimaaobtvae a ■tdbet; ^tboof^ 
at a ktei period of iil^ he erinced ■mhUion and tcij 
[miiliir Ulenta. Bat abatcitx angbt be bm petvanl 
Of mxal imgnlantks, Dholu's boit wticd upon, and 
dung to bbn, from tLe noiiieBt tbat be via broa^it 
wounded Into tbe cottage; tbe child of persecutioiL 
seemed to eoin{iaie his own &te with that of the suf- 
ferer, and to feel that even diffemtt uodsB of uisfenone 
bad created a aort of relationship between them. Food, 
rest, and the fresh air, for which he lutgiuabed, were j 
neglected -, be nealled eontinuallT by the bedside of the 
Lttla Btrangcr, and, with a fond jealoiisr, endeavored to 
be tlio medium of all the cares tliat wurc bestowed upon 
hini. Ai the boj became convalescent, Ilbrahira con- 
iriTnd gamea Kuitablo to his sitnation. or amused him hj 
a faoultj which ho had perhaps breathed in with the 
air of hii burUrio birthplace. It wus tkit of reciting 
linitglnnrT ndveuturoB, on tlm spur of tbc moment, and 
ipimfimllj' in iiiiTxIuiiiiUlilu succession. His tales v 
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of oonrae monatrons, £^oiiited, and without ain 
they were curious on acodiftit of a vein of hnman tea- 
derness, which ran thro'igU' fhem all, and was like a 
flweet, familiar face, encomitercd in the miilst of wild 
and unearthly scenery. The' J«lditor paid much attea- 
tion to these roraaoces, and some^itnea interrupted them 
hj brief remarks upon the incidejifs,'. displaying shrewd- 
ness above his years, mingled w^th.-a moral obliquity 
which grated very harshly against llbraj\im's instinclive 
rectitude. Nothing, howeyer, could arrew the progress 
of the lattcr's aifection, and there were many f rnofs that 
it met with a response from the dark and stubborn na- 
ture on which it was laTiahed. The boy'a psAnts at 
length reraoTed him, to complete his cure na'te 'their 

Hbrahim did not visit bis new friend after his'dt- 
partnre; but he made anxious and continual inquil'iw ^ 
rcGpecting him, and informed himaelf of the day when 'J 
ho was to reappear among his playmates. On a pleas- -^ 
aat snmmer afternoon, the chiliien of the neighborhood 
had assembled in the little forest-crowned amphitheatrie 
behind the meeting-house, and the reeovering invalid 
was there, leaning on a staff. The glee of a sc 
untainted bosoms was heard in hgbt and airy voices, 
which danced among the trees like sunshine become 
audible; the grown men oi this weary world, as they 
journeyed by the spot, marrelled why life, begmning 
in such brightness, should proceed in gloom ; and their 
hearts, or their imaginations, answered them and said, 
that the bliss of childhood gusbea from its inaocence. 
But it liappcned that an unexpected addition was made 
to the heavenly little band. It was Ilbrahim, who came 
towards the children with a look of sweet confidence 
on his fair and spiritual fece, as if, having ma.'^'ieriU!!^ 
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iiis love to one of them, li(j Lad no longer to fear a 
repulse from their society. A hush came over their 
mirth the moment thej 'IjBhelil liini, and tbej stood 
whispering to each other while he draw iiigh ; but, all 
at once, the devil of .taap fathera entered into the un- 
brceclied fanatics, aai -eehding up a fierce, HhrQl ciy, 
they rushed upon did-poor Quaker child. In an instant, 
he was the centte p! a brood of bahj-fieods, who lifted 
sticks ogBLUst- lum,' pelted him with stones, and dis- 
placed au instijibt of destruction fur more loathsome 
thiui the bloodthirstiness of manhood. 

The inval&J, in the mean while, stood apart from the 
tumult",' prjiiig out with a loud voice, "Fear not, Ilbra- 
him," come' hither and take mj Land " ; and his unhappy 
ftieftdC endeavored to obey bim. After watching the vio- 
tim's. struggling approach, with a calm smile and un- 
/'Obashed eje, the fonl-hcart«d little villain lifted his 
"staff, and struck Ilbrahim on the mouth, so forcibly 
.that the blood issued in a stream. The poor child's 
arms had been raised to guard his head &om the storm 
of blows ; but now he dropped them at once. His per- 
Seout^ira beat him down, trampled npou him, draped 
him bj his long, fair locks, and Ilbraliim was on the 
point of becoming as veritable a martyr as ever entered 
bleeding into heaven. The uproar, however, attracted 
the notice of a few neighl^rs, who put themselves to 
the trouble of rescuing the little heretic, and of convey- 
ing him to Pearson's door. 

llbrahim's bodily barm was severe, but Jong and care- 
ful nursing accomplished Lis recovery ; the injury dona 
to his sensitiro spirit was more serious, though not so 
visible. Its signs were principally of a negative charac- 
ter, and to be discovered only by those who had previ- 
oofllj known him. His gait was thenceforth slow, even, 
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run^raried hj the Bnddea bursta of sprightlier n 
tion, wbioli had once correspamied to his overflowing ' 
gladness; Lis oounteiiaace was heavier, and its former ■ 
play of expresaion, the dance of sunshine reflected from 
moying water, was deatrojed "by the cloud over his es- 
istence ; his notice was attraeted in a, fur leas degree hy 
passing events, and he appeared to find greater difficulfj 
in comprehending what was new to him, than at a bap- 
pier period. A atnuiger, founding hia judgment upon 
these cirnnmstaoces, would have said that the dulneas 
of the ehild'a intellect widelj contradicted the promise 
at his features; hut the secret was in the direction of ' 
Ilhrabim's thoughts, which were brooding within him , 
when thej should naturally have been wandering abroad. 
An attempt of Dorothy to revive his former sportiveneas 
was the single occasion on which his quiet demeanor 
yielded to a violent display of giief; he burst into paa- 
sionatfi weeping, and ran and hid himself, for his heart 
had become so miserably sore, that even the hand of 
kindness tortured it like fire. Sometimes, at night and 
probably in his dreams, he was heard to cry, "Mother! 
mother ! " as if her place, which a stranger had sup. 
plied while Bbnthim was happy, admitted of no substi- 
tute in his eitrerae aftlictioa. Perhaps, among the many 
life-weary wretches theu upon the earth, there was not 
one who combined innocence and misery like tliis poor, 
broken-hearted infant, so soon the victim of hia own 
heavenly nature. 

WhUe this melancholy change ]md taken place in 
Ebrabim, one of an earlier origm and of diliereut cliar- 
Bcter had come to its perfecTion in hia adopted father. 
The incident with which this tale commences found 
Pearson in a state of religious dulness, yet mentally 
disquieted, and longing for a more fervid Mth than he 
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possewed- the first efiect cf his kindne^ to nbnbim 
was to produce a softened feeling, and incipient tova 
6tt the child's iriiole sect; but joined to this, and le- 
•nlting perhaps from self-suspicioa, was a proud and 
osteutAtioos coatempt of their tenets and practical ez- 
tiaTagances. In the coarse of macli thoDght, howcTer, 
£dt Uie subject stm^led irresistibly into his mind, the 
foolishness of the doctrine began to be less evident, snd 
the pobts which had paitieular!; offended bis reason 
usiuned anotiier aspect, or vanished entirely away. The 
work within hinf appeared to go on even iriiile he slept, 
and that which had been a doabt, when he laid down to 
rest, would often hold the place of a truth, confirmed 
by some forgotten demonstration, vrhea he recalled his 
thoughta in the moruiug. £ut whi!e he was thus be- 
coming assimilated to the enthosiasts, his contempt, in 
no wise decreasing towards them, grew veiy fierce 
against himself; he imagined, also, that c.rery face of 
tuB acqnaintance wore a Eoeer, and that every word 
addressed to him was a gibe. Such was his state of 
mind at the period of Ilbrahim's misfortune; and the 
emotions consequent upon that event completed the 
change, of which the child had been the origiual instni- 

lu the mean time, neither the fierceness of the perse- 
cutors, nor the infatuation of their victims, bad decreased. 
The dungeons were never empty; the streets of almost 
every village echoed daily with a laah ; the life of a 
woman, whose mild and Christian spirit no cruelty could 
imbitlcr, had been sacrificed ; and more innocent blood 
was yet to pollute the bands that were so often raised in 
prayer, Early after the Restoration, the English Qua- 
iets represented to Charles II. that a " vein of blood was 
cjKto ill hia damiaioas " ; but though the displeasure of 
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le Tolnpiuous king was loused, his interference waa not 
prompt. And now the tale most stride forward over ' 
many months, leaying Penrson to eucouater ignominy 
and misfortune ; his wife to a firm endurance of a thou- 
sand sorrows ; poor Ilbrahitn to pine and droop like a 
cankered roaebnd; his mother to wander on a mistaken 
errand, negleetfid of the holiest trust which can be com- 
mitted to a woman, 

A winter evening, a, night of storm, had darkened over 
Pearson's habitation, and there were no cheerful faces to , 
drive the gloom from his broad heartli. The Are, it ii 
true, eent iarth a glowing heat and a ruddjr light, and 
large logs, dripping with half-melted anow, lay ready to 
be oast upon the embers. But tlie apartment was sad- 
dened in its aspect by the absenco of much of the homely 
wealth which had once adorned it; for the exaction (rf 
repeated fines, and his own neglect of temporal affairs, 
had greatly impoverished the owner. And with the for- 
nitnre of peace, the implements of war had likewise dis- 
appeared ; the sword was broken, the helm and cuirass 
were cast away forever; the soldier had done with hat- ■ 
ties, and might not lift so much as his naked hand to 
guard his head. But the Holy Book remained, and the ' 
table on which it rested was drawn before the fire, while 
two of the perseented sect sought comfort from its p. 

He who listened, while the other read, was the master 
of the house, now emaciated in form, and altered as to 
the expression and healthiness of his countenance ; for 
his mind bad dwelt too long among visionary thooghts, 
and his body had been worn by imprisonment and stripes. 
The hale and weather-beaten old man, who nat beside 
Mm, bad sustained less injury from a far longer course of 
the same mode of life. Li person lie "saa ^.bSl toA- ^\^a.- 
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fed, and, vliicli alone would Ijave made him batefal ta 
tbe Puritans, his gray locks fell from beneath the broad- 
brimmed hat, and rested on liis shoulders. As the old 
man read the sacred page, the suow drifted against the 
windows, or eddied in at the erByiees of the door, while a 
bkst kept laughing in the cbiome;, and the hloze leaped 
fiercely up to seek St. And sometimes, when the wind 
struck the hiU at a certain angle, and swept down by the 
cottage across the wintry plain, its voice was the most 
doleful that can be conceived; it come as if the Past 
were speaking, as if the Dead had contributed each a 
whisper, as if the Desolation of Ages were breathed in 
that one lamenting sound. 

The Quaker at length closed the book, retaining however 
his hand between the pages which be had been reading, 
while he looked steadfastly at Pearson. Tlie attitude 
and features of the latter might have indicated the en- 
durance of bodily pain; he leaned hb forehead on hts 
hands, his teeth were firmly closed, and bis frame was 
tremulous at intervals with a nervous -agitation. 

"Friend Tobias," inquired the old man, compassion- 
ately, " hast than fonnd no comfort in these many blessed 
ages of Scripture ? " 

Thy voice 1ms fallen on my ear like a sound alar off 
and indistinct," replied Pearson, without lifting his eyes. 
"Yea, and when I have hearkened carefully, the worda 
seeraed cold and lifeless, and intended for another and a 
lesser grief than mine. Kemove the book," he added, in 
a tone of sullen bitterness. "I have no part in its coB- 
solations, and thej do but fret my sorrow ihe more.'" 

"Nay, feeble brother, be not as one who hath never 
known the light," said the elder Quaker, earnestly, but 
with mildness. " Art thou he that wouldst be content to 
give ai), and endure all, tor conscience' sake; desiring even 
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peonliar triab, that thy faith might be purified, and thy 
heart weaned from worldly deaires P Aud wilt tbou siii 
beneath an affliction which happens alike to ihetii that hare 
their portion here below, and to them that laj np treasure 
in hearen P Faint not, for thj burden is yet light." 

"It is heavy! It is iioarier than I can bear I" ex- 
claimed Fenrson, with the impatience of a vmable spirit. 
"From my youth upward I have been a manTfflnrled out 
for wrath ; and year by year, yea, day after day, I bave 
endured sorrows, Bucb as others know not in their life- 
time. And now I apeak not of the love tbat has been 
turned to hatred, the honor to ignominy, the ease and 
pleiitifalneas of all things to danger, want, and nakedness. 
All this I could bave bome, aad counted myself blessed. 
But wheu my heart was desolate with uiauy losses, I 
fixed it upon the child of a stnuigeT, and be became 
dearer to me than all my buried ones; and now he too 
mnst die, as if my love were poison. Yerily, I am an 
accursed man, and I will lay jne down in the dust, and 
lift up my head no more." 

" Thou siuncst, brother, but it is not for ma to rebuke 
thee ; for I also have had my honra of darkness, wherein 
I have murniured against the cross," said the old Quaker. 
He continued, perhaps in the hope of distracting hia 
companion's thoughts from his owu sorrows. " Even of 
late was the ligbt obsciired within me, when the men of 
blood bad banished me on pain of death, and the eousta- 
bles led me onward fi'om village to viEage, towards 'the 
wilderoess. A strong and ci-uel hand was wielding the 
knotted cordsi they sunk deep into the flesh, and thou 
mightst have tracked every reel and totter of my foot. ' 
steps by the blood that followed. As we went on — " 

"Have I not bome all this; and have I murmucedP'" 
internipted Pearson, impatlentlj. 
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" Nay, friend, but heiir me," contJEued the other, 
we jonrnnjed on, night darkened on our path, so tha 
man could see the rage of the persecutors, or the con- 
stancj o£ nij endurance, though Heaven forbid tbat I 
sbonld glory therein. The lighta began to glimmer in 
the cott^ windows, and I could discern the imnates as 
thej gathered in comfort aud security, every man with 
his wife Snd children bj tbeir own evening heartb. 
At length we came to a tract of fertile land; in the 
dim light, tbe forest was not visible around it ; and 
behold 1 there was a at raw-thatched dwelling, which bore 
the very aspect of my home, far over the wild ocean, far 
in onr own England. Then came bitter thoughts upon 
me ; yea, remembrances that were like death to mj son]. 
The happiness of my early days was painted to me ; the 
disquiet of my manhood, the altered faith of my declining 
years. I remembered how 1 had been moved to go forth 
a wanderer, when my daughter, the youngest, the dearest 
of my flock, lay on her dying bed, and — " 

"Conldst thou obey the command at such a mo- 
ment P" exclaimed Pearson, shuddering. 

" Yea, jea," replied the old man, hurriedly, "I was 
kneeling by her bedside when the voice spoke loud 
witliUi me i but immediately I rose, and took my staff, 
and gat me gone. O, that it were permilted me to 
forget her wofiU look, when I thus withdrew my arm, 
and left her journeying through the dark valley alone ! 
forber sonl was fabt, and she had leaned upon my 
prayers. Now in that nigbt of horror I was assailed by 
the tlwoght that I had been an erring Christian, and a 
cruel parent ; yea, even my daughter, with her pale, 
dying features, seemed to stand by me and whieper, 
'Father, you are deceived; go home and shelter jonr 
gTTjy head.' Thou, to whom I have looked in my 
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fiirtheab WBnderings," coutimied the Quaker, raising' his 
Bgttatcd eyes to Heaven, " inflict not upon the bloodiest 
of our persecutors the unmitigated agony of raj sou!, 
when I believed that all I had done and suffered for 
thee waa at the Instigation of a mocking fiend ! But I 
yielded not ; I knelt down anii wrestled with the tempter, 
while the scourge bit more flercely into tbe flesh. My 
prajer was heard, and I went on in peace and joy to- 
wards the wilderness." 

Tiie old wan, though bis fonaticiam had geuerall; all 
the calcnuess of reason, was deeply moved wiiile reciting 
this tale; and hia unwonted emotion seemed to lebuko 
and keep down that of his companion. Tbej sat in 
sQeuce, with their faces to the Gre, imagining perhaps, 
in its red embers, new scenes of persecution jet ta be 
encountered. The snow still drifted hard against tbe 
windows, and sometimes, as the blaze of tho logs Lad 
gradually sunk, came down the spacious chimney and 
hissed upou the hearth. A cautious footstep might now 
and then he heard in a neighljoring apartmeiiij, and the 
sound iuvariuhly drew the eyes of both Quakers to tho 
door which led thither. When a fierce and riotons gnst 
of wind bod led his thoughts, by a natuitd association, to 
homeless travellers on such a'night, Pearson resumed Ilia 
conversation. 

" I have welloigh sunk under my own share of this 
triul," observed he, sighing heavily; "yet I would that it 
might be doubled to me, if so the child's mother could 
be spared. Her wounds have been deep and many, but 
this will be the sorest of all," 

'Tear not for Catharine," replied the old Quaker, 
" for I know that valiant woman, and have seen how she 
can bear the cross. A, mother's heart, indeed, is strong 
in her, and may seem to contend mightily with her faith 
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but soon she will staml up and gne tbauks that 
baa been thus early aa accepted sacrifice. The boj hath 
done hia work, aud she wiC feel that he ia taken henca 
in. kindnesa both to him aad her. Blessed, blessed are 
they that with so littlo suffering can enter into peace ! " 

The fitful rush of the wind was now diatutbed Ly a 

portentous sound ; it was a quick and heavy knocking 

at the outer door. Pearson'a wan countenance grew 

b paler, for many a visit of persecution had taught him 

Iwliat to dread; the old man, on the other hand, stood 

Ittp erect, and liLs glance was firm aa that of the tried 

' "sr who awaits his enemy. 

Che men of blood have come to seek me," he ob- 

kierved, with calmness. "They have heard how I waa 

' moved to return from banishment ; and now am I lo he 

led to prison, and thence to death. It ia an end I have 

long looked for. I will opea nnto them, lest they say, 

'Lo, he fearetli!'" 

" Nay, I will present mjsclf before them," said Pear- 
son, with, recovered fortitude. "It may he that they 
seek me alone, and know not that thou abidest with 

Let us go boldly, both one and the other," rejoined 
' -his companion. " It ia n.ot fittmg that thou or I should 

They therefore proceeded through the entry to the 
' door, which they opened, bidding the applicant, " Come 
in, in God's name ! " A furious blast of wind drove the 
storm into their faces, aod extinguished the lamp ; they 
bad barely time (o discern a figure, so white from head 
to foot with tlie drifted snow, that it seemed Uko Win- 
ter's self, come in human shape to seek refuge from i(s 
own deaolalion, 

" Enter, friend, and do thy errand, be it what it may," 
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said Pearson. " It must needs be pressing, since thoa J 
oomest on sucli a bitter night." 

"Peace be with tliis household," said the stranget, ] 
when thej stood on tlie floor of the inner apartment, 

Pearson started, the elder Quaker stirred the slnni- 
beriag embers of the fire, till thej sent np a clear and 
lofty blaze; it was a female voice Ihat had spoken; it 
was a female form that shone out, cold and wintry, in. 
that comfortable light. 

"Catharine, blessed woman," exclaimed the old man, 
" art thou come to this darkened laud again p art thou 
como to bear a valiant testimony as in former jenrs P 
The scourge hath nut prevailed against thee, and from i 
the duugeon bast thou come forth triumphant ; 
strengthen, strengthen now thy heart, Catharine, for I 
Heaven will prove thee yet this once, ere thoa go to thy 
reward." 

"Bejoice, friends!" she replied. "Thou who hast 
long been of our people, and tbon whom a little child 
hath led to ua, rejoice ! Lo ! I come, the messenger of 
glad tidings, for the day of persecution is overpast, i 
The heart of the king, even Charles, hath been moved j 
in eentleuesa towards us, and he hath sent forth hia \ 
letters to stay the hands of the men of blood. A ship's 
company of our friends hath urrlved at yonder town, and 
I also siuled joyfnlly among them." 

As Catharine spoke, her eyes were roaming about the i 
room, in aearcli of him for whose sake security was i 
dear to her, Pearson made a sQeut appeal to the old J 
man, nor did the latter shrink from the painful task a: 
■igned him. 

" Sister," he began, in a softened jet perfectly calm 
tonn, " tbon tcllest us of Hia love, manifested in temporal 
good; and oow must tts speak to thee of that self-sa 
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love, displayed ui oliastemngs. Hitherto, Cathanni^ 
tbou bust been, as one joamejing in a darksome and 
difficult path, and leading an infant b; the liand; iuii 
wouldat thou have looked heavenward continuallj; but 
still tile cares of that httle child have drawn, thine ejea 
and thy aifeotions to the earth. Sister! go on rejoicing, 
for his tottering footsteps shall impede thine own no 

Bot the unhappy mother was not thus to be consoled; 
she shook like a leaf, she turned white as the very snow 
that hung diifted mlo her hair. Tlie Srm old man ex- 
tended his hand and held her up, keeping his eye upon 
hers, as if to repress any outbreak of passion. 

"lamawoman, lambutawoman; willHe trymeabove 
my strength f " said Catharine very quickly, and almost in 
a whisper. " I have been wounded sore ; I have suffered 
much; many things in the body, many in the niiiid; 
crucified in myself, and in them that were dearest to me. 
Surely," added she, with a long shudder, " He Jiath 
spared me in this one thnig." She broke forth with sud- 
den and irrepressible violence, " Tell me, "lan of cold 
heart, what has God done to nie P Hath he cast me 
do*n, never to rise again P Hath he crushed my very 
heart in his hand P And thou, to whom I committed my 
child, how hast thou fulfilled thj trust ? Give me back 
the boy, well, sound, alive, alive ; or earth aud Heaven 
shall avenge mc ! " 

The agonized shriek of Catharine was answered by the 
feint, the very faint voice of a ohild. 

On (his day it had become evident to Pearson, to his 
^d guest, and to Dorothy that Ilbrahim's brief and 
troubled pilgrimage drew near its close. The two former 
would wilhnglj have remained by him, to make use of the 
3 and pious discourses which they deemed appro. 
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priiite to the time, and whicii, if (!iej he impotent as to 
tbe departing traveller's reception in the world whither it 
goes, maj at least sustain him in bidding adieu to eartL 
Bat though Ilbrahiiii uttered no complaint, he was dis- 
turbed bj the faces that looked upon tiim ; so that Doro- 
thy's entreaties, and their own conviction that the child's 
feet might tread heaven's pav-ement and not soil it, had 
induced the two Quakers to remove. Hbrahim then 
closed his eyes and grew calm, and, except for now and 
then a kind and low word to hia nurse, might have been 
thought to slumber. As nightfall came on, however, and 
the storm hegalt to rise, something seemed to trouble the 
repose of the boj's mind, and to render his sense of 
hearing active and acute. If a passing wind lingered to 
shake the casement, he strove ta turn his head towards It ; 
if the door jarred to and fro upon its hinges, he looked 
long and anxiously thitherward ; if the heavy voice of the 
old man, aa ho read the Scriptures, rose butalittle higher, 
the child almost hold his dying breath to listen ; if a snow- 
drift swept by the cottage, with a sound liko the trailing 
of a garment, Ilbrahim seemed to watch that some vbi- 
tant should enter. 

But, after a little time, ho reJinquished whatever secret 
hoi>e had agitated him, and, with one low, complaining 
whisper, turned his cheek upon the pillow. He then 
addressed Dorothy with his usual sweetness, and besought 
her to draw near him ; she did so, and Ebrahim took her 
hand in both of his, grasping it with a gentle pressure, as 
if to assure hunself that he retained it. At intcrvnls, and 
without disturbing the repose uf his countenance, a very 
faint trembling passed over him from bead to toot, as if 
a ijilld bat somewhat cool wind bad breathed upon him, 
and made him shiver. As the boy thus led her by the 
hand, in his quiet progress over the boidei* o^ fc\fctii*:^. 
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Dorothy almost imagined that she could discern the Dear, 
though dim delightfulnGss of the home be was about to 
reach ; she *ould not have euticed the little wandGret 
back, though she hetnoaned herself that she must leave 
him and return. But just when Bbrahim'a feet were 
pressing on the soli of Paradise, he heard a. voice behind 
him, and it recaUed liim a. few, few paces of the "weatj 
path which he had travelled. As Dorothy looted upon 
his features, she perceived that their placid espression 
was again disturbed; her own thoughts had been ao 
wrapped in him, that all sonnds of the storm, and of 
human speech, were lost to her; hut when Catharine's 
shriek pierced through the room, the hoy strove to ntisa 
hiuiself. 

" Friend, she is come ! Open imto her! " cried he. 

In a moment, his motlieT was kneeling by the bedside ; 
she drew Ilbrahin to her bosom, and he nestled there, 
■with no violence of joy, but contentedly, as if he were 
hushing himself to sleep. He looked into her face, and 
reading its agony, said, with feeble earnestness, " Mourn 
not, dearest mother. I bjq happy now." And with these 
words, the gentle boy was dead. 

The king's mandate to stay the New England perse- 
cutors wag effectual tn preventing further martyrdoms; 
hut the colonial authorities, trusting in the remoteness of 
their situation, and perhaps in the supposed instability of 
the royal government, shortly renewed tbeir severities in 
aJl other respects. Catharine's fanaticism had become 
wilder by the snndering of all human ties; and wherever 
a scourge was lifted, there was she to receive the blow ; 
and whenever a dungeon was unbarred, thither she came, 
to cast herself upoii the floor. But in process of time, a 
more Christian spirit — a spirit of forbearance, though 
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not of cordiality or approbatioa — began to pervade tlie 
land in regard to the persecated sect. And theu, vrhoa 
the rigid old Pilgrims ejed lier rather in pity than in 
wrftth; when the matrons fed her with the fragmeats of 
their children's food, and offered her a lodgbig on a hard 
and lowly bed ; when no little crowd of achool-bojs left 
their aporfs to cast stones after the roving enthusiast, — 
then did Catharineietura to Pearson's dwdling, and made 
that her home. 

As if Ilbrahim's sweetness yet lingered round his 
ashes, as if his gentle spirit came down from heaven 
to teach bis parent a true religion, her Herce and vin- 
dictive nature was softened by the same griefs which had 
once irritated it. When the course of years had made 
the features of the unobtrusive mourner familiar in the 
settlement, she became a subject of not deep, but general 
interest; a being on whom the otherwise superfluouB 
sympathies of all might be bestowed. Every one spoke 
of her with that degree of pity which it is pleasant to 
experience; every one was ready to do her the httla 
kindnesses, which are not costly, yet manifest good-will j 
and when at last she died, a long train of her once bitter 
persecutors followed her, with decent sadness and teara 
t^at were not painful, Ut her place by Ilbrahim's green 
and smi^n grave. • 
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Mr. HIOOINBOTHAM'S CATASTEOPHE. 

I ^Ot/%& fellow a tobacco-pedler bj trade, was 
(1 liiB waj from MtrrbtowD, where be bad 
IcjJt largely with tbe Deacon of tbe Sbakec 
h lo tbe Tillage of Parker'a Falls, on Sabnon 

It Up bad a neat little cart, pauited green, with a 

box of (igars depicted on each side panel, and an Indian 
chief, holding a pipe and a golden tobacco-stalk, on the 
rear. The pedler drote a smart little mare, and was a 
juung man of excellent cbaracler, keen at a bargain, bat 
none the worse liked by the Yankees ; who, as 1 liave 
beord them say, would rather be shaved with a sharp 
rsKur tban a dull one. EEq>ccially was he beloved by the 
prutty girlii along the Connecticut, whose favor lie used 
to ijourt by prenentB of the best smokiog tobacco in bis 
stwrk i knowing well that th^ouutry iaascs of New Eng- 
land are generally great performers on pipes. Moreover, 
M will be seen in the coarse of my slory, tbe pedler was 
imiuisiUvB, and something of a tattler, always itcliing to 
boar the news, and nnxEouB to tell it ag^. 

After an early break^t at Morristown, the fobaceo- 
pt^dlcr, whose name was Doitiiiiicua Pike, lirtd trarelled 
Bovcn miles tbrougb a solitary piece of woods, without 
■peaking a word to anybody but himself and bis littla 
gny HUTS. It being nearly seven o'olook, be wai a« 
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eager to hold a njoming gosaip oa a citj shopkeeper to 
read thu morning paper. An opportunity seemed at 
band, when, after lightiiig a cigar with a sunglass, he 
looked up, and perceived a man coming Qver the hrow 
of the hill, at the foot of wliicli the pedler had stopped 
hia green cart. Dominieas watched him as he descended, 
and noticed that he carried a bundle over hia shoulder on 
the eud of a stick, and travelled with a wearj, yet deter- 
mined pace. He did not look as if he had started in the 
freshness of the morning, but had footed it all night, and 
meant to do the same all day. 

"Good raornLng, mister," said Bominicus, when within 
speaking distance; " Yon go a pretty good jog. What 'a 
the latest news at Parker's Falls ? " 

The man pulled the broad brim of a gray hat over hia 
eyes, and answered, rather sullenly, that he did not come 
from Parker's Falls, which, as being the limit of his own 
day's journey, the pedler had naturally mentioned in his 
inquiry. 

"Well, then," rejoined Dominicus Pike, "let's have 
the latest news where you did come from. I'm not 
particular about Parker's Falls. Any place will an- 

Bebg thna importuned, the traveller — -who was as ill 
looking a fellow as one would desire to meet, in a solitary 
piece of woods ■ — appeared to hesitate o little, as if he 
was either searching his memory for news, or weighing 
the expediency of telling it. At last mounting on the 
step of the cart, he whispered in the ear of Dominicus, 
though he might hare shouted aloud and no other mortal 
voold have heard him. 

"I do remember one little trifle of news," said he. 
"Old Mr. Higginbotham, of Kimbailton, was murdered 
in his orchard, at eight o'clock last night, by an Irishman 
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uid a nigger. Tliej atnmg him iip to the branch of a I 
Mickiel's pear-tree, where oobodj would find him till ' 
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Qd him till th^^^l 



this horrible intelligence 
the stranger betook LimselC to lus joumcj again, with 
more speed than ever, not even turning his head when 
Domitiicus inrited him to smoke a Spanish cigar and 
relate all llie particulars. The pedler whistled to bis 
mare and went up the hill, pondering on the doleful fata 
of Mr. Hi^inbotham, whom be had known in the way 
of trade, having sold him many a bunch of long ninea, 
and a great deid of pigtail, ladj's twist, and fig tobacco. 
He waa rather astonished at the rapiditj with which the 
news had spread. KimbaHton. waa nearly sixty miles 
distant in a straigbt line; the murder bad been perpe- 
trated only at eight o'clock the preceding night; yet 
Dominicus had beard of it at seven in the morning, 
■when, in all probability, poor Mr. Higginbotham'a own. 
fiimily had but jnst discovered his corpse, lunging 
on the St. Michael's pear-tree. The stranger on foot 
must have worn seren-league boots, to travel at such a 

"Dl news 4ies fast, they say," thought Dorainicua 
Tike; "but this beats railroads. The fellow ought to 
be Hired to go express with the President's Message." 

The difficullj waa solved, by sapposmg that the nar- 
rator bad made a mistake of one day, in the date of the 
occurrence ; so that our friend did not hesitate to intro- 
duce the story at every taTeru and country store along 
the road, expending a whole bunch of Spanish wrappers 
among at least twenty horrified audiences. He found 
himself invariably the first bearer of the intelligence, and 
was so pestered with questions that he could not avoid 
^sg vp the outline, till it became quite a respectable 
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cairative. He met with one piece of corroborative ei 
dence. Mr. Uiggiabotbaizi was a trader; and a farmer 
clerk of Lis, to whom Doniinieiia related the facts, tt-sti- 
fled that the old gentleman was accustomed to return 
home' through the orchard, aibout nightfiill, with the 
monej and valuable papers of the store in his pocket. 
The clerk manifested but fittle grief at Mx. Hi^in- 
bothatii's catastrophe, hinting, what the pedler had dis- 
covered in bis owu dealings with him, that. he was a 
crustj old follow, aa close aa a vice. His property would 
descend to a pretty iiieco who was now keeping school 
in Kiniballton. 

What with telling the news for the public good, and 
driving bargams for his own, Dotninicas was so much 
delayed on the road, that he chase to put up at a tavern, 
about live miles short of Parker's Palls. After supper, 
lighting one of his prime cigars, he seated hhnself in the 
bar-room, and went through the story of the murdei", 
whioh had grown so fast that it took liini half an hour to 
tell. There were as many as twenty people in. the room, 
nineteen of whom received it all for gospel. But the 
twentieth was an elderly farmer, wbo bad arrived on 
horseback a short time before, and was now seated in a, 
comer, smoking lb pipe. When the story was conclud- 
ed, he rose up very deliberately, brought his chair right 
in front of Dominicus, and stared Mm full in tbe face, 
puffing out the vilest tobacco -smoke the pedler had ever 

" Will yon mate affidavit," demanded he in the tone 
of a country justice taking aa esamination, "that old 
Squire Higginbotham of Kimballtoii was murdered in his 
orchard the night before hut, acid found hanging on his 
great pear-tree yesterday morning P " 

" I tell the story as I heard it, miiter," answered Do- 
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miuicus, dropping Lis lialf-bumt dgax i "I don'lssyU 
I saw tiie thing done. So I cau'l take m; ooi^ tLat le 
was uiurdered eiactlv in that way." 

"But I can lake mine," said the farmer, "tiiat if 
Squire Hig^bolham was murdered niglit before last, 
I drank a glass of lutlers irilli his ghost this momiag. 
Being a neffijibor of mine, he called me inlo his sicre, as 
I was riding bv, and ireaJed me, and then asked me to 
1 little tmsineas for him on the road. He did n't 
a to know snj more aboat hia own raordei than I 

"Why, then it can't be a hct ! " eidaimed Dominicus 
Kkc 

"I guess he'd hkremenlicmed it, if it was," said the 

old fanner ; and he mnored his chair back to the comer, 

■ fani^ Dominiciu qoile dawn in ibe monili. 

~ revasandresnireclkHitrf i^lCr.H' 

epedkx bid no hewt to mingle in ti 

|T nKHC, bdt oran£nled biufldf vilb. a gi*^ of sid-ibeI- 

1 «Bit (obed, wbeie, all n^it lo^ be dnaiiicd 

e on ^ St llMJad'a pear-tree. Tom^Us 

t (wbon be ao MtsbtA that Ua »ua| < a «0M 

Id have pleased him better IbuMr. SGeginbotban's), 

'b«s lOK inlbe gnj of the BKantm^ put tbe Etile 

to the gnm eart, imd trotted svifti; avay towards 

'sFaUa. Ibe fredibnea^ Ac dewyioad, and the 

Erdawn icrtradhb i)Hiils,aadn^^haic 

I Ub to repeal Ike old aton, bad tbcre be^ 

Birt be Mt ndtber ox Iwm, 

_ ribcttnRaer.tm.JHt 

M be crossed Salmon Kiicr, a maa caaie tro^iag don 

totbe)ndge«itbsb>>aile0i«i 
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his mare. " If jou come from Kimballtou or tliiit ueigh- 
borhood, ma; be you can tell me the real fact about tliia 
affair of old Mr. Higginbotliam. Was tbe old fellow 
acl^alij murdered two or three iiighta ago, bj an Iriah- 
man aad a nigger F " 

Dominicus bad spoken iu too great a hurry to observe, 
at first, that the stranger Mmself had a deep tinge of 
uegro blood. On bearing this siiddea qucstioQ, the 
Etbiopian appeared to change bis skiu, its yellow hue 
beeomijig a ghastly white, while, shaking and stammer- 
ing, he thus replied ; — 

" No I no ! There was no colored man ! It was an 
Irislunan thai hanged bim last night, at eight o'clock. I 
came away at seven ! His folks can't have looked for 
him in the orchard yet." 

Scarcely had the yebow man spoken, when he inter- 
mpted hunaelf, and though be seemed weary enougb 
bdbre, continued Ins journey at a pace ■which would have 
kept the pedler's mare oa a smart trot. Dommicua s tared 
after him in great perplexity. If the murder bud not 
been committed till Tuesday night, wbo was the prophet 
that bad foretold it, in all its eircumatances, on Tuesday 
morning ? If Mr. Higginbotham's corpse were not yet 
discovered by his own family, how came the mulatto, at 
above thirty miles' distance, to know that he was banging 
in the orcbard, especially as he had left Kimballton before 
the unfortnnate man was hanged at all ? These ambigu- 
ous circumstances, with the stranger's surprise and terror, 
made Sominicus tbink of raising a bue and cry after bim, 
as an accomplice in the murder ; since a murder, it seemed, 
had really been perpetrated. 

"But let the poor devil go," thought the pedler, "I 
don't want bis black blood on my bead ; and hanging tbs 
nigger would n't unhang Mr. Higginbotham. Unhang 
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the old geatlEvoan ! It "b a sm, I know ; but 1 should 
hate to liave hun come to life a secoud time, and give me 

With ttiese meditations, Dominicna Pike drove into the 
street of Parker's Tails, which, as everybody knows, is as 
tlriviog a village as three cottou-factories and a aiitting- 
miil can make it. Tlie mochinetj was not in. motion, 
and but a few of the sUop-doors unbarred, when he 
alighted in the stable-yard of the tavern, and made it liis 
first business to order the mare four quarts of oats. Hia 
second duty, of course, was to impart Mr. Hfggiiiboth- 
am's catastrophe to the ostler. He deemed it advisable, 
however, not to be too positive as to the date of the dire- 
ful fact, and also to be uncertain whether it were perpe- 
trated by an Irishman and a mulatto, or by the son of 
Erin alone. Neither did he profess to relate it on his 
own authority, or that of any one person; but mentioned 
it as a report generally diffused. 

The story ran through the town like fire among 
girdled trees, and became so much the universal talk, 
that nobody could tell whence it had originated. Mr. 
Higginbothan was as well known at Parker's Palls 
as anj citizen of the place, being part owner of the 
alitting-miU, and a considerable stockholder in the cot- 
ton-factories. The inhabitants felt their own prosperity 
interested in his fate. Such was the excitement, that 
the Parker's Falls Ga7.ette anticipated its regular day 
of pubhcation, and came out with half a form of blank 
paper and a column of double pica emphasized with 
capitals, and headed HORRID jnjRDER OF IIR. 
HIGGINBOTHAM ! Among other dreadful details, 
the printed account described the mark of the cord round 
the dead man's neck, and stated the number of thousand 
dollars of which he had been robbed; there was much 



r 



MK. HlflGINBOT HAM'S CATASTROPHE. 123 

pathos also about the afOictlon of his niece, who bod gi 
from one feinting fit to anothe r, ever since her ancle i 
foimd hanging on the St. Michael's pear-tree with hia 
pockets inside out. The village poet likewise conirai 
orated the young kdj's grief in GeTcuteeti stauzas o 
ballad. The selectmen held a meeting, and, in cousider- 
ation of Mr. Higginbotham's daima on tbe town, deter- 
mined to issue handbills, offering a reward of fire hun- 
dred dollars for the apprehensiou of his murderers, and 
fie recovery of the stolen property. 

Meanwhile, the whole population of Parker's Falls, 
consisting of shopkeepers, mistresses of boarding-houses, 
faetory-girb, mill-men, and acLool-boys, rushed into the 1 
street and kept up such a terrible loquacity, as ra 
than compensated for the silence of the cotton-machines, 
which refrained from their usoal din, out of respect to tl 
deceased. Had Mr. Hl^nboUiam cared about posthu- 
mous renown, Ha untimely ghost would have exulted k 
this tumult. Oar friend Domidcns, in his vaoitj of 
heart, forgot his intended precautious, and niountiug o) 
tbe towB-pnmp, annoanced himself as the bearer of tbe 
authentic intelligence which had caused so wonderful a 
sensation. He immediately became tbe great man of the 
moment, and bad jnst begun a new editian of the narra- 
tive, with a voice bke a field preacher, when the mad!- 
st^ drove into the village street. It had travelled all 
night, and must have shifted horses at Kimballton at 
three in die morning. 

" Now we shall hear all the particulars," shouted tho 
crowd. 

The coach rumbled up to the piazza of tbe tavero, 
followed by a thousand people ; for if any man had beei 
minding his own business till then, he now left it at aixe 
sod sevens, to bear the news. The pedler, foremost u 



B^>^ »«*■ 



■ !■ Jhiii^i.fc' &.] 



f il'iD^ruhii ' ■ - 







im, HTGC.INTJOTHAM'S CATASTROPHE. 12S ] 

testimony in tlie negative. Here is a note, relatiagp to a 
suit of bis in the Connecticat eourta, wliieh was delivered 
me from that gentleman. Iiimaelf. I find it dated at ten 
o'clock last eTeuing." 

So sajing, the lawyer exliiliited tlie date and signatiqe 
of the note, wLicii irrefrega'blj proved, either tliat this 
perverse Mr. Higgiiibotham -was alive when he wrote it, 
or^RS some deemed the more probahle eaae of two 
donbtful ones — tLat be waa ao absorbed in worldly 
busineaa as tu coutiuue to transact it, even after liis death. 
But Tinexpected evidence was forthcoming. The younj i 
lady, after listening to the pedler'a esplanation, merely ' 
seized a moment to smooth her gown and put her curia 
in order, and then appeared at tbc tavem-door, making . 
a modest signal (o be heard. 

" Good people," said she, " I am Mr. Higginbothaui' 

A. wondering murmur passed through the crowd, o 
beholding her ao rosy and bright; that same unhappy 
niece, whom tbej had supposed, on the antbority of the 
Parker's Falls Gaaette, to be lying at death's door in 
a fainting fit. Eut some slirewd fellows had doubted, 
all along, whether a young lady would bo quit* so des- 
perate at the hanging of a rich old uncle. 

"You see," continued Misa Higginbotham, with a 
smile, "that this strange story is qnite nnfounded, as to 
myself; and I believe I may affirm it to bo eqimlly s( 
in regard to my dear uncle Higginbotham. Ho has the 
kiudncas to ^ve me a home in his house, though I con- 
trihufe to my own support by teaching a school. I left 
Kimballton this morning to spend the vacation of com- 
mencement week with a friend, about five miles from 
Parker's Palls. My generous uncle, when he heard tne 
on the stairs, called me to his bedside, and gave m 
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M^pIING-DONG ! Ding-dong ! Diiig-dong ! 
pB^M The town crier has mug his bel], at a, distant 
^ l^rl^l cornEr, and little Anaie stands on her fnther'a 
doorsteps, trying to hear what the man with the loud 
Toice is talkiDg about. Let me listen too. O, he ia 
telling the people that on elephant, and a lion, a.ai a 
royal tiger, and a horae will) horns, and other atrange 
beasts from foreign countries, have come to town, und 
will receive all yisitors who choose to wait upon them ! 
Perbaps little Anuie would like to go. Yea ; and 1 ciui 
see that the pretty ohild ia veary of this wide aud pleas- 
ant street, with the green trees flinging their shade across 
tbe quiet sunshine, and tbe pavements and the sidewalks 
all as clean as if the bo'usemtud had just swept them with 
her broom. She feels that impulse to go strolling away 
— that longing after the mjstery of the great world — 
which many children fee!, and which I felt in my child- 
hood. Little Annie shall take a mmble with me. See ! 
I do but hold out my hand, and, Uke some bright bird 
in the sunny air, with her blue silk frock fluttering up- 
wards from her white pantulets, she comes bouudiug on 
tiptoe across the street. 

Smooth back your brown ouris, Annie ; iuid let me 
tie on your bonnet, and we will set forth ! What 
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strange couple to go, on their rambles together! One 
walks in black attire, with a measnred step, and a heavy 
brow, and his thoughtful eyes bent down, while the gay 
little girl trips lightly along, as if she were forced to 
keep hold of my hand, lest her feet shoald dance away 
from the earth. Yet there is s-ympathy between ns. It 
I pride myself on. anything, it is because I have a sniilo 
that children love; and, on the other hand, tbere arc 
few grown ladies that conld entice me from the side of 
little Annie; for I delight to let my mind go hand in 
hand with the mind of a sinless child. So, come, Annie ; 
but if I moridize as wo go, do not listen to me; only 
look about you, and be meriy ! 

Now we turn the comer. Here are hacks with two 
horses, and stage-coachea with four, thundering io meet 
each other, and traoks and carts moving at a slower 
pace, being heavily laden with barrels irom the wharves, 
and here are rattling gigs, which perhaps will be 
smashed to pieces before our eyes. Hitherward, abo, 
comes a man trundling a. wheelbarrow along the pave- 
ment. Is not little Annie afraid of such a tumult P 
No ; she does not even slirink closer to my side, but 
passes oa with fearJBSS eoufidenccj a happy child amidst 
a great throng of grown people, who pay the same rev- 
erenee to her infancy that they would to eitreme old 
age. Nobody jostles her; all turn aside to make way 
for Utile Annie ; and, what is most singular, she appears 
conscious of her claim to sach respect. Now her eyes 
brighten witb pleasure! A street-miisiciaii has seated 
himself on the steps of yonder church, and pours forth 
his strains to the busy town, a melody tliat has g 
astray among tlie tramp of footsteps, the buM of voi 
and (he war of passing wheels. Who heeds the poor 
organ-grinder? None but myself aad little Ann' 
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feet begin to more in gaboii nitli llic lively tone, i 
if slie were loath that music should be wasted without ■' 
dance. Bot where would Anoie find a partner? Sonw 
have the gont in their toes, or the Tlieuntatisia in their 
joints ; some are stilT with age ; some feeble with dis- 
ease ; some are so lean that theii bones woa)d rattl^ 
and others of such pooderaos size that their agility 
would crack the flagstones ; but many, many have leaden 
feet, because their hearts are far heavier than lead. 
It is a sad thought that I hare chanced upon. What a 
oouipany of dancera should we be ! Foe I, too, ani a 
genlletnun of sober footsteps, aud therefore, little Annie, 
let Da walk sedately on. 

It is a question with me, whether this giddy child, 
or mj sage self, have most pleasore in looking at the 
shop-windows. We love the silts of sunny hue, that 
glow within the darkened premises of the spruce dty- 
goods' men ; we are pleasantly dazzled by the burnished 
silver, and the chased gold, the rings of wedlock and 
the costly love-ornaments, glistening at the window of 
the jeweller; but Anuie, more than I, seeks for a 
glimpse of her passing fignre in the dusty looking- 
glasses at the hardware stores. AH that is bright and 
gay attracts us both. 

Here is a shop to which the recolleotions of my boy- 
hood, as well as present partialities, give a peculiar 
magic. How delightful to let the fancy revel on tho 
daiotiea of a confectioner ; those pies, with suoli white 
and flaky pasta, their contents being a mystery, whether 
rich mince, with whole plums intermixed, or piquant 
apple, delicately rose-flavored; those cakes, heart-shape' 
or round, [liled in a lofty pyramid ; those i 
■ (irolets, sweetly named kisses; those dark, 
pUMes, at to be bridal-loavea at the wedding o 
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iss, mountains ia size, tlieir smnmita deeplj snow- 
covered with sugar ! Thea Ibe mighty treasures of 
Bngar-plums, nhite and crimson and yellow, in htgB 
glass vases; and candj of all varieties; and those little 
eocldes, or whatever they are called, much prized by 
ohildcen for their sweetness, aud more for the mottoes 
which they enclose, by love-sick maids aud bachelor?) 
O, my mouth waters, little Annie, and so doth yours ; 
but we will not be tempted, except to aai iinogbary 
feast ; so let U3 hasten onward, devouring the vision of 
a plum-cake. 

Here are pleasures, aa some people would say, of a 
Biore exalted kind, in the window of a bookseller. Is 
Attoie a literary lady? Yea! she is deeply read in 
Peter Parley's tomes, and has an increasing Jove for 
fairy-tales, tiiongh seldom met with nowadays, and she 
will Bubsoribe, nest year, to the Juvenile Miscellany, 
But, truth to tell, slie is apt to turn away from the 
printed page, and keep gazing at tbe pretty pictures, 
such as the gay^colored ones which make this shop- 
window the ooniinual loiterlug-place of cliildren. What 
would Annie think, if, in the book which I mean to aen4.a 
her, oa New Tear's day, she should End her sweet lit- fl 
tie self, bouud up in silk or morocco with gdt edgea, T 
there to remain till she become a woman grown with I 
children of her own to read about their mother's child- \ 
hood ! That would he very queer. 

Little Annie is weary of pictures, and pulls me onward i 
by the hand, till suddenly we pause at the most wondro 
s!iop in all the Ifcwn. O, iny stars 1 la this a toy-shop, 
or ia it (airy-land ? For here are gilded chariats, in 
which the king and queen of the fairies might -ride side 
by side, while their courtiers, on these small horses, 
should gallop in triumphal procession before aud behiod 
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tlie roj^ p^. Here, too, are diahes of cMna-vue, fit 
to be tbe dining set of those same princr!; pereonages, 
■when tbey make a regal banquet in the stateiiesi hall 
of their palace, full 6te feet high, aai behold Iheir 
nobles feasting adovm the long perspective of the table. 
Betwixt the king and queen sbould sit uij little Anuie, 
the prettiest fairy of them all. Here stands a turbaned 
Turk, thraatenbg ub with his sabre, like au uglj hea- 
then as he is. And next a Chinese mandarin, who nods 
Lis head at Annie and myself. Here we may review a 
whole army of horse and foot, in red and blue nniforms, 
with drams, fifes, trompets, and all kinds of noiseless 
nitiaic; they have hulled on the shelf of tliis window, 
after their weary march from Lilipnt. But what cares 
Annie for soldiers? No conquering queen is she, nei- 
ther a Semiramis nor a Catharine , her whole heart is 
set upon that doll, who gazes at us with such a fash- 
ionable stare. This is tbe little girl's true plavlhing. 
Though made of wood, a doll is a -risionary and ethereal 
personage, endowed by cbitdisli ^cy with a peculiar 
life ; the mimic lady is a heroine of romance, an actor 
ajid a sufferer in a thousand shadowy scenes, the chief 
ittbabitant of tliat wild world with which children ape 
the real one. Little Annie does not understand what 
I am sttjing, but looks wishfully at the proud lady in 
the window. We will incite her home with us lis we 
return. Meantime, good by, Dame DoU ! A toy jonr- 
Belf, you look forth from your window upon many 
ladies that arc altio toys, though they walk and speak, 
nnd upon a crowd in pursuit of toys, fhough they wear 
grave visages. O. with your never-('l(>»i:ig eyes, had yon 
but an intellect to morrJiae on all that flits before them, 
I what a wise doll would you he ! Come, litlla Annie, we 
ataJJ £ad to^a enough, go where ve ma;;. 
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Now we elbow onr wbj among tbe throng agam, 
ia cnrionBj in tbe moat crowdi;il purl of a town, to meet 
with living creatures that hsA their birthphice jb. some 
for solitude, but have acquired a aecoad nature in 
wildernesa of men. Look up, Annie, at tbat canary-bird, 
hanging out of the window ia his cage. Poor littb fel- 
low '. His golden feathers are all tamislied in this smoky 
Bunsbine ; he would have glistened twice as brightly 
among- the sunimer islands; but atiU he has beeome & 
citizen iu all his tastes and habits, and would not sing 
Lalf so well without tbe uproar that drowns his muaii 
What a pity that he does not know how miserable he j$ 
There is ft parrot, too, calling out, "Pretty Poll! Pretty 
Poll ! " as we pass by. Foolish bird, to be talking about 
her prettiness to strangers, especially as she is not a 
pretty Poll, though gaudily dressed in green and yellon 
If she had said, "Pretty Amiie," there would have been 
some sense m it. See that gray squirrel itt the door 
of the fruit-shop, whirling round and round so merrily 
within his wire wheel ! Being eoudemned to the tread- 
mill, he makes it au amusement. Admirable philosophy! 
Here cornea a hig, rough dog, a countryman'a dag i 
search of his master; smelling at everybody's heels, and 
toiieiiing little Annie's hand with his cold nose, but hur- 
rying away, (bough she would fain, have patted him. 
Success to your search. Fidelity ! And there sits a great 
yellow oat upon a window-sUl, a very corpulent a:id 
coDifortable eat, gazing at thb transitory world, with 
owl's eyes, and making pithy coruments, doubtless, i 
what appear such, to the affly beast. O sago pus 
make room for me beside jou, ftnd we will be a pair 
philosophers ! 

Here we see something to remind ns of the town crie 
and bis diug-dong bell I Look ! look e.t tlia.^ ^vxik, t^V 
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Spread out in the air, pictured all over with wild beasts, 
BS if thej liad met together to cboose a king, aocording 
to theii custom in the dajs of £sop. But thej are 
ohooaing neither a king nor a president ; else we shoidd 
liear a most horrible snarling ! Tlie; have oome Irani 
tilts deep woods, aud the wild mountains, and the desert 
sands, and the polar snows, only to do homage ta mj 
litlle Aimie. As we enter among them, the great ele- 
phant makes us a bow, in the best st^le of elephantine 
courtesy, bendiog lowly down hia mountain bulk, with 
tmtik abased, and leg thrust ont beliiitd. Annie returns 
the s^u^, much to the gratification of the elephaut, who 
is certainly the best-bred monster in the caravan. The 
lion and the lioncas are buay with two beef-bouea. The 
royal tiger, the beautirul, ths untamable, keeps pacing 
bis narrow cage with a haughty step, unmindful of the 
spectators, or recalling the fierce deeds of his former life, 
when he was wont to leap forth npon such inferior 
animals, from the jungles of Bengal. 

Hera we see the very same wolf, — do not go near 
him, Annie! — the aelf-sanie wolf that devoured littlo 
Red Biding Hood and her grandmother. la the next 
cage, a hyena from Egypt, who has doubtless howled 
aiound the pyramids, and a black hear from our own 
forests are fellow-prisoners, and most excellent friends. 
Are there any two living creatures who have so lew 
sympathies that they cannot possibly be friends f Here 
sits a great white bear, whom common observers would 
call a very stupid beast, tliough I perceive him to be 
only absorbed in contemplation; he is thinking of his 
voyagea on an iceberg, and of his comfortable home in. 
the vicmity ot the north pole, and of the little cubs whom 
he left rollmg in the eternal snows. In fact, he is a bear 
of sentiment . But, O, those nnseatimental monkeys] 
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the ugl;, griimiiig, apiug, Dbutteriiig, Lll-Qatiircd, 
cluBVOits, aud queer little brutes. Annie does not love 
the monkeys. Their ugiinesa shocks her pure, instinc- 
tive (IcEcitcj of taste, and makes her mind unquiet, be- 
eansB it bears a wild aud dark resemblance to Iminanity, 
But here is a little ponj, just big enough foe Annie to 
fide, and round and round he gallops in & circle, keeping 
time with hia trampUng hoofs to a band of music. And 
here, — with a laoed coat and a cocked hat, aud a riding- 
whip in hia hand, — here comes a little gentleman, small 
enough to be king of the fairies, and nglj enough to be 
king of the gnomes, and takes a flyiug leap mto the 
saddle. Merrilj, merrily plays the music, and merrily 
gallops the pony, and merrily rides the little old gentle- 
man. Conic, Aouie, into the street again; perchsuce we 
may see monieya on horseback there ! 

Mercy on ua, what a 'loisy world we quiet people livfl 
in! Did Annie ever read the Crica of Loudon CityP 
With what lusty lungs doth yonder man proclaim that 
his wheelbarrow is full of lobsters ! Here comes another 
mounted on a cart, and blowing a hoarse aud dreadful 
blast from a tin horn, aa nmoh as to say, " Fresh fish I " 
And hark ! a voice on high, like that of a muezzin from 
the summit of a mosque, announcing that some chlnmey- 
streeper has emerged from smoke and soot, and darksome 
caverns, into the upper air. What cares the worid for 
thaty But, welladay, we hear a shrill voice of affliction, 
the scream of a little child, rismg louder with erery 
repetition of that smart, sharp, slapping sound, produced 
by an open hand on tender Heah. Annie sympathiteB, 
though without experience of sufh direfnl woe. Lo ! 
the town orier again, with some new scerst for the public 
ear. Will he tell us of an auction, or of a lost pocket- 
book, or a show of beantifnl was figures, or of ai 
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monatrous beoat more boniblo than any ill tlie cararmf 
I guess tbe l&tter. See bow be uplifts tbe bell in his 
right band, and abates it slowly at first, then with a 
burned iriotiou, tiE tbe clapper seema to strike botli sides 
at once, aiid tbe sounds are scattered forth in qtuck hoc- 

Diog-dong ! Ding-dong! Ding-dong! 

Now he raises bis clear, ioud voice, above all the din 
of tbe town ; it drowns the buzzing talk of many tongues, 
and draws each man's mind from bis own bnsiuess ; it 
rolls up and down tbe cj^hoing street and ascends to the 
busbed chamber of tbe sick, and penetrates downward to 
tbe cellar kitcbeu, where tbe bot cook turns from, the 
fire to listen. Who, of all that address tbe pubUo ear, 
whether iu church, or court-bouse, or ball of state, has 
Bnch an attentive audience as tbe town crier F What 
aaith tbe people's orator ? 

" Strayed from her home, a litilb giel, of five jcbtb 
old, ia a blue silk frock and white pantalets, with hrown 
curling hair and hazel eyes. Whoever will bring her 
back to lier afEicted mother — " 

Stop, stop, town crier ! Tbe lost ia found. 0, my 
pretty Aunio, we forgot to tell your mother of our 
ramble, and she is in despair, and has sent the town 
orier to bellow up and down tbe streets, affrighting old 
SJid jonug, for the loss of a little girl who lias not ones 
let go my band 1 Well, let us hasten homeward ; and 
US we go, forget not to thank Heaven, my Annie, tha^ 
after wanderuig a little way itito the world, you may 
return at the first summons, with au untainted and un- 
wearied heart, and he« happy child again. But I bava 
gone too far astray for the town crier to call me ba^. 

Sweet has been the charm of childhood on my spiiUi 
throughout mj ramble with little Annie I Say not tl 
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it lias been n waste of jireoious tnonients, an idle inatter, 
a bubble of childish talk, ajid a raver; of ohildiah imagi- 
nations, aboat topics unworthy of a grown man's notice. 
Haa it been merely this? Not so ; not 30. They are 
not truly wise who would affirm it. As the pure breath 
of children revives the life of aged men, so ia our moral 
nature revived by their iiee and simple thougbts, tbeir 
native fe^lin^, their airy mirtb, for little cause or none, 
their griel^ soon roused and soon allayed. Tlieir influ- 
ence on us is at least reciprocal with ours on tbem. 
When our infancy is almost fo^^tten, and onr boyhood 
loug departed, though it seems but as yesterday ; when 
life settles darkly down upon us, and we doubt whether 
to Qall ourselves joung any more, then it is good to steal 
away from the society of bearded men, and even of 
gentler woman, and spend an hour or two with children. 
After drinking from those fountains of atiU fresh exist- 
ence, we shall return into the crowd, as I do now, to 
struggle onward and do our part in life, perhaps as fer- 
vently aa ever, but, for a ticce, with a kinder and purer 
heart, and a spirit more liglilly wise, All this by &J 
sweet magio, dear little Annie 1 



WAKEFIELD. 

r BoniB old magazine or newspap I ecoll ot 
a story, told as tratii, of a man — 1 t call 
I lijin Wakefield — who absented hun elt fo u 
long time from his wife. The fact tbu ab tra t dlf 
stated 19 not very iineommon, nor — with nt a prope 
distinction of cifcum stances — to be condemned e the as 
naughty or nonsensical. Howbeit, this, though far from 
the most aggravated, ia perhaps the strangest instance 
on record of marital delinquency ; and, moreover, as 
remarkable a freak as may be found in the whole list of 
liuman oddities. The wedded couple lived in London. 
The man, under pretence nf going a joumej, took lodg- 
ings in the next street to his own house, and there, un- 
heard of by bis wife or friends, and without the shadow 
of a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of 
twenty years. During that period, he beheld his home 
every day, and frequently the foriom Mrs. Wakefield. 
And after so great a gap in hb matrimomal felicity — 
when his death was reckoned certain, his estate settled, 
liis name dismissed from memory, and bia wife, long, long 
ago resigned to her autumnal widowhood — he entered 
the door one evening, quietly, as from a day's absence, 
and became a loving spouse till deatli. 
This outline ia all that I remember. But the inoi- 
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ifsA, though of the purest origioalitj, uaexanipled, and 
probably never to be repeated, is one, I tliiuk, whiob 
tppeaU to the generous sjnipaliiies of iraukiud. We 
know, BEcii for himself^ that uDiie of ua would perpetrate 
such a folly, jet feel as if some other niiglit. To mj 
own contemplations, at least, it has often reuurred, al- 
ways exciting wonder, but with a sense that tho story 
must be true, and a conception of its hero's cbaxacter. 
Wlenever any subject so forcibly affects the mind, time 
is weE spent in thinking of it. If the reader choose, let 
him do his own meditation; or if he prefer to rumble 
with me through the twenty years of Wakefield's vagary, 
I bid him welcome ; trusting tliat there will be a per- 
vading spirit and a moral, even sliould we fail to find' 
them, done up neatly, and condensed into the final sen- 
tence. Thought has always its efficacy, and every strik- 
ing incident its moral. 

What sort of a man was WakeaeM ? We are free to 
shape out our own idea, and call it by his name. He 
was now in the meridian of life ; his matrijnonial affec- 
tiona, never violent, were sobered into a calm, habitual 
sentifflent ; of all husbands, be was likely to be the most 
constant, because a certain sluggishness would keep his 
heart at rest, wherever it might be placed. He was in- 
tellectual, but not actively so; his mmd occupied itself 
in long and lazy musings, that tended to no purjioso, or 
had not vigor to attain it; his thoughts were seldom so 
energetic as to seize hold of words. ImBghmtiou, in the 
proper meaning of the term, made no part of Wakefield's 
gifts. With a cold but not depraved nor wandering 
heart, >nd a mind never feverish with riotous thoughts, 
nor perplexed with originality, who could have antici- 
pated that our friend would entitle himself to a foremost 
place among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his 
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acqiiaiutauces been asked, nbo was ihe man in Loodo 
the surest to perform uutliing to-da; wliich sliuold bs 
remembered on the morrciw, Ihej would have thooght o£ 
Wakefield. Oaij the wife of his bosom might hare hes- 
itated. She, witiiout having analyzed his character, was 
partlj aware of a quiet sellUliaess, ttiat had rusted into 
hbinaetiTe mind, — of a pecnlinr sort of vanity, the most 
uneasy attribnte about bim, — of a dispositiou to craft, 
which hud Geldoni produced more positive eSecIs than 
the keeping of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing, — 
and, lastly, of what she caUed a bttle strangeness, some.. 
times, in the good man, ^his latter quality ia indeGo&> 
ble, and pcrliaps non-existent. 

Let us now iinagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his 
wife. It ia the dusk of an October evening. Hin equip.. 
ment is a drab great-coat, a bat covered with an oil-cloth, , 
top-boots, an unbiella in one hand and a amall portmao- 
teau in the other. He has informed Mrs. Wakefield that 
he is to take the night coach into the country. Shv 
would fain inqnire the length of his journey, its objec^ 
and the probable time of his return; but, indulgent to. ' 
llis barmleas love of mystery, interrogalea him only hj M . 
look. He tellaher not to expect iuin positively byihtt 
return coach, nor to be alarmed should be tarry three tn^ 
four days; but, at all events, to look for him at supper ' 
on Priiiij evening. Wakefield himself, be it considew^ 
has no suspicion of what is before him. He holds ob^ 
his hand ; she gives her own, and meets bis parting kii^ 
in the niatter-of.course way of a ten years' matrimdnyj.. 
and forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almoii-. 
resolved to perples his good lady by a whole w 
Bcnce. After the door has closed behind him, she pes- 
oeivBs it [hrust partly open, and a vision of her !iusband'«, 
&ce, throagh the aperture, ainiling Qn.\iBt, sad ^oue ii 
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moment. Tor the time, this little incident ia dismissed 
without a thouglit. But, long afterwards, when she haa 
heen more jears a widow tlian a wife, that smile recurs, 
and flickers across all her reminiaeeuEea of WakeBeld's 
Tisage. In her many musings, she surrounds the original 
smile with a mnltitude of fantasies, which make it strange 
and awful ; as, for instance, if she imagines him in a cofBn, 
that parting look ia frozen on Hs pale features ; or, if she 
dreams of him in heaven, still his hlessed spirit wears a 
quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, when all others 
have given him up for dead, she sometimes doubts 
whether she is a widow. 

But oar business is with the husband. We must 
hurry after him, along the street, ere he lose hia indi- 
vidualily, and meit iaio the great mass of London life. 
It would be vain searching for him there. Let us follow 
close at his heels, therefore, until, after several superflo- 
ous turns and douTilings, we find liim conifojtably estab- 
lished by the fireside of a small apartmmt, previously 
bespoken. He is in t)ie neit street to his own, and at 
his journey's end. He can scarcely tmst his good fortune 
in having got thifher unperceived, — recollecting that, at 
one time, he was delayed by the throng, in the very focus 
of a lighted lantern; and, again, there were footsteps, 
that seemed to tread bcliind his own, distinct IVom the 
maltitudtnous tramp around him ; and, anon, he heard a 
voice shouting aiar, a.aA fancied that it called his name. 
Doubtless, a dozen busjbodies had been watching him, 
and told his wife the whole affair. Poor Wakefield ! 
Little knowest thou thine own insignificance in this 
great world! No mortal eye but mine has traced thee. 
Go quietly to thy bed, foolish man ; and, on tlic morrow, 
if ihou wilt be wise, get thee home (o good Mrs. Wake- 
field, and tell her the truth. Remove notttiiaAl, w^ 
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for a little week, from fhj place in her chaste lioaom. 
Were she, for a single moinent, to deem thee dead, op 
lost, or lastingly divided from her, tliou wouldst be wo. 
fully conseions of a cliaagTs in tbj true wife, forever after. 
It is perilous to make a chasm in human affectioDS ; not 
that they gape so long and wide, bnt so quickly close 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be 
termed, Wakefield lies down betimes, and starting from 
his first nap, spreads forth his arms into the wide and 
solitary waste of the unaccustomed bed. " No," ^ thinka 
he, gathering the bedclothes about him, — "I will not 
sleep alone another night." 

In the morning, he rises earlier than usual, and sets 
himself to consider what be really means to do. Suoli 
are bis loose and rambling modes of thought, that he has 
taken this very singular step, with the consciousness of 
a purpose, indeed, but without being able to deftne it 
snfSciently for his own contemplation. The vagueness 
of the project, and the convulsive effort with which he 
plunges into the execution of it, are equally characteristio 
of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts his ideas, how- 
ever, as minutely as he may, and Hods himself curious to 
Vnow the progress of matters at home, — how his exem- 
plary wife will endure her widowhood of a week ; and, 
briefly, how the little sphere of creatorea and circum- 
stances, in which he was a central object, will be afiecled 
by his removal A m b d t th f re, lies nearest 
the bottom of fh aff B I h w he to attain his 
ends? Not, t ly b k p g 1 n this comfort- 
able lodging, wl th h h 1 pt d awoke in the 
next street to h 1 h If I Uy abroad, as if 

^^_ the atage-coach had b wh 1 h way all night. _ 

^^^^^_:M BboaJd be re ppea fh wh 1 project is knocked in. ^^M 
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the head. His poor brains being hopelessly puzzled it 
this dilemnia, he at length ventures out, partly resolving 
to cross the head of the street, tmi send one h 
towards his forsaken domieile. Hafcit — for he is 
of habits — -takes him by the hand, and guides him, 
wholly YiiiBware, to his own door, where, just at the 
critical moment, he is aroused by the scraping of his 
foot upon the step. Wakefield ! whitber are jou 
going F 

At that instant, his fate was tuining on the pirct. 
Little dreaming of the doom to wliich Lis first backward 
step dcTotes him, he hurries away, breat hlcss with agita- 
tion hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head, at 
tbe' distant comer. Can it he that nobody caught sight 
of himP Will not the whole household — the decent 
Mrs. Wakefield, the smart maid-servant, and tiic dirty 
little footboy — raise a hue aud cry, through London 
streets, iu. pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? 
Wonderful escape! He gathers courage to pause and 
look homeward, but is perplexed with a sensa of change 
about tbe familiar edifice, aucb as aSccta us all, whcu, 
after a separation of months or years, we again si 
hill or lake, or work of art, with which wa a 
of old. In ordinary caacs, this indescribabls^ 
is caused by the comparison and contrast j 
imperfect reminiscences and the reality, 
the magic of a single night has wrought a a 
formation, because, in that brief period, i 
change has heen effected. £ut {' ' 
self. Before leaving tbe spotj I 
mentary glimpse of his wife, pa 
wiudcw, with her face turned fi 
street. The crafty nincompoop a 
Tith the idea, that, among a V 
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fflorfality, her eye must have detected him. Hight _ 
is his heart, though his brain be somewhat dijzj, when 
he finds himself by Iho coal-fire of hia lodgings. 

Bo much for the comoiencement of this long whim- 
wham. After the initial conception, and the stirring 
up of the man's sluggish temperament to put it in prac- 
tice, the whole matter evolves itself in a natural train. 
We may suppose him, as the result of deep deliberation, 
buying a new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry 
garments, in a fashion unlike his customary suit of 
brown, from a Jew's old-clothea bag. It is accom- 
plished. Wakefield is another man. The new system 
being now established, a retrograde movement to the 
old would be almost as difficult as the step that placed 
him in bb unparalleled position. Purthermore, he is 
rendered obstinate by a sulkiness, occasionally incident 
to hifl temper, and brought on, at present, by the in&de- 
qnate sensation wliich he conceives to have been pro- 
doced in the bosom of Mrs. Wakefield. He will not go 
back until she be frightened half to death. Well ; twice 
or thrice has she passed before his sight, each tinie with 
I, a paler eheek, and more anxious brow; 
an^n the third week of hia non-appearance, he detects 
a pohcnt of evil entering the house, in the guise of an 
apothecary. Next day, the knocker is muffled. Towards 
nightfall comes the chariot of a physician, and deposits 
its hig-wigged and solemn bnrdeii at Wakefield's door, 
whence, njler a quarter of an hour's Tislt, he emerges, 
perchance the herald of a funeral. Dear woman! WQl 
ebe dieP By this time, Wakefield is excited to aoms- 
like energy of feeling, hut atiU lingers away from 
bedside, pleading with his eonecience, that she 
be disturbed at eueh a juncture. If aught else 
bim, he does not know it. In the 
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tew Teelis, she gradual!; r 
her Leart is sad, perliapa, but q^ulet ; and, let him Tetum 
soon or late, it will never be fsTerisli for him again. 
Such ideas glimmer through the mist of Wakefield's 
miiid, and render iiim indistinctly oonsoiouB that aa 
almost impassable gulf divides Lis hired apartment &om 
his former home. "It is hut in the noit street!" ha 
sometimes sajs. Tool! it is m another world. Hith- 
erto, he has put off his return from oue particular daj 
to aaotber; henceforward, he leaves Uie precise tlioe 
imdetermined. Not to-morrow, — probablj next week, 
— pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have ncarlj as 
much chance of revisiting their earthlj homes, as the 
aelf-bauished WakeReld. 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article 
of a dozen pages ! Then might I exemplil; how an in- 
fluence, bejond our control, lays its strong baud on 
every deed which we do, and weaves its consequences 
into an iron tissne of necessity. WakeReld is spell- 
bound. We must leave him, for ten years or so, to 
haunt around his house, without once crossii^ the thresh- 
old, and to be faithful to his wife, with all the affection 
of which bis beart is capable, while he is slowly fading 
out of hers. Long since, it must be remarked, be baa 
lost the perception of singularity in bis conduct. 

Now for a scene ! Amid the throng of a London 
street, we distinguish a man, now waiing elderly, with 
few characteristics to attract caj:ele83 observers, yet bear- 
ing, in his whole aspect, the handwriting of no common 
iate, for such as have the skill to read it. He is mea- 
gre! iiis iovr and narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled; 
his eyes, small and lustreless, sometimes wander appre- 
hensively about him, but oftener seem to look iuward. 
He bends his head, and moves with an indescribable 
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obliquitj of gait, as ir unwilling to display liis full front 
to the world. Watch liLm, long euougL to see what we 
have described, end you. will allow, that circomstancM 
— which ofteu produce remarkable men from nature's 
ordinary handiwork — have produced one such here. 
Next, !eaving him to sidle along the footwalk, cast jour 
eyes in tho opposite direction, wliere a portly female, 
considerahlj in the wane of life, with a prayer-hook in 
her hand, is proceeding to yonder church. She has the 
placid mieu of settled widowhood. Her regrets liave 
either died away, or have become so essential to her 
beart, that tbey would be poorly eichanged for joy. 
Jast as the lean man and well -conditioned woman are 
passing, a slight obstruction occurs, and brings these 
two figures directly in contact. Their haods touch; 
fiie pressure of the crowd forces her bosom against iiis 
shouldar; they stand, face to face, staring into eack 
other's eyes. After a ten years' separation, thus Wake- 
field meets his wife ! 

The throng eddies away, and carries fhem asunder. 
The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds 
to church, but pauses in the portal, and tlirows a per- 
plexed glance along the street. She passes in, however, 
opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the man! 
with so wild a face, that busy and selfish London stands 
to gaie after him, he hurries to his lodgings, bolts the 
door, and throws himself upon tho bed. The latent feel- 
ings of years break out ; his feeble mind acquires a brief 
energy from their strength ; all the miserable strangeness 
of hia life is revealed to him at a glance : and be crjea 
out, passionately, "WaJtefield! Wakefield! You are 
mad!" 

Perhaps he was so. The singularity of hia situation 
tost bure BO moulded him to b.uaGeU, lbB.t, considered in 
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r^ard to his fEllow-creatares and tLe business of life, he 
could not be said to possess his ri^Ut mind. Ue liad 
contrived, or rather he had happened, to disserer himself 
from the world, — to Tanish, — to give up his place and 
privileges with living men, vrithont being ad nulled 
among the dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 
to bis. He was in the bustle of the city, as of old; but 
the crowd swept by, and saw liim not ; he was, we may 
figuratively say, always beside his wife, and at his hearth, 
yet mast never feel the warmth qf the one, nor the affec- 
tion of the other. It was Wakefleld'a unprecedented fate, 
to retain his original share of human sjmpalliiea, and to 
be still involved in human interests, while he had lost 
his reciprocal influence on them. It would be a most 
cnrioBs speenjation, to trace out the effect of such cir- 
comstanccs un his heart and intellect, separately, and m 
unison. Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be 
oonsoious of it, bul deem himself I.he same man as ever; 
glimpses of the truth, indeed, would come, but only for 
the moment; and still he would keep saying, "I shall 
soon go back ! " nor rellect that he had been saying so 
for twenty years. 

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would ap- 
pear, in the retrospect, scarcely longer than the week to 
which Wakefield had at first limited his absence. He 
would hjok on the affair as no more than an interlude in 
the :aain buaiaeaa of his life. When, after a little while 
more, he should deem it time to re-enter his parlor, his 
wife would clap her hands for joy, on beholding the mid- 
dle-aged Mr. Wakefield. Alas, what a mistake ! Would 
Time but await the close of our favorite follies, we should 
be young men, all of us, and till Doomsday. 

One evening, in lie twentieth year since he vanished, 
Wakefield is taking liia cuatoinatj iialk lo-WB-via \u\ib 
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jweUiag which he Hill caU* his own. It ia a gostj n%ht 
of autBum, with tequeni ahoven, that paner dam 
Dji'm Ilie pafemml, tuuj are gooe, before a man can pnt 
up his Qiiibtella, Pausing near the house, Wakefield 
diacerns, through the parlor windows of the second floor, 
the red glow, and the glimmer and fitful fiash of a com- 
fortable fire. On the ceiling appears a groteaqae shadow 
of good Mrs. Wakefield. Tlie cap, ihe nose and chin, and 
the broad waist Conn an admirable caricatiuc, which 
dances, moreover, with the up-flickeiuig and down-sink- 
ing blaze, almoat too merrilj' for the abode of an elderlj 
widow. At Ibis instant, a shower chances to fall, and 
is driven, b; the mimannerij gust, full into Wakefield's 
face and bosom. He is quite penetrated ivith its autnm- 
DOl cliill. Shall he stand, wet and shivering here, when 
his own hearth boa a good Gre to warm him, and his own 
wife will tuu to fetch the gray coat and small-clothes, 
wliicb doubtless she Las kept earefull; in the closet of 
their bedcbauiber ? No ! Wakefield is no such fool. 
He Hscends the steps, — hearilj ! — for twentj jears 
have stiffened liis legs, since he came down, — but he 
knows it not. Sta;, Wakefield ! Would you go to the 
sole borne that is left you ? Then step into yoai grare ! 
The door opens. As he passes in, we have a parting 
glimpse of his visage, and recognize the craftj smile, 
which was the precursor of the little joke that he has 
ever since been placing oIT at bis wife's expense. How 
unmcrcifullj has he quizzed the poor woman ! Well, a 
good uiglit's rest to Wakefield ! 

This happy event — supposing it to be such — could 
only hnvB ooourred at an unpremeditated moment. Wa 
will not follow our friend across the threshold. He baa 
left us iiiiicb food for thought, a portion of which shall 
lend ita wisdom to a moral, and be shaped into a figure. 
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Amid the seemmg confasion of our mysterious world, iu- 
dividuals are so nicely adjusted to a system, and systems 
to one another, and to a whole, that, by stepping aside 
for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful risk of 
losing his place forever. Like "Wakefield, he may be» 
come, as it were, the Outcast of the Universe. 
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^^^OON, bj the Nortb clock ! Noon, by the h 
I^^H High noon, too, bj tliese hot smibeams, w1 
|™^#b| fall, scarcely aslope, npon my head, and alraos 
make the water bubble and amoke, ia the trough u 
my nose. Truly, we public cliaraeters have a t _ 
time of it ! And, among sll the town officers, chosen K 
March meeting, where is he that sustains, for a 
yem', the burden of such manifold duties as are imposei 
in perpetuity, upon the Town Pump P The title < 
" town treasurer " is rightfiilly mine, as gnsrdian 
best treasure that the town has. T' 
poor ought to make me their chaini 
bountifully for the pauper, without expense to him tl 
pays taxes. I am at the head of the fire departmi 
and one of the physicians to the board of healli. 
keeper of the peace, all water drinkers wi]l confess n 
equal to the constable. I perfonn some of the duties c 
the town clerk, by promulgating i 
they are posted on tny front. To speak within bounds 
I fttn the chief person of the nmnicipality, and exhilsl 

* Ehii and Washington Strceti, Salem. 
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moreover, &n aduiiiaUe pattern to uij brother officers, 
b; the cool, steady, upright, doworight, aud ImpurtlM 
discharge of mj business, and the coustancj with which 
I stand to my post. SuiumcT or winter, nobody seeks 
me in. vain ; for, all day long, I aiu seen at the busiest 
corner, just above the market, stretching out my uriuB, 
to rich and poor alike ; aod at night, I hold a lauterti 
over my head, both to show where I am, and keep peo- 
ple out of the gutters. 

At this sultry noontide, I am cupbearer to the parched 
populace, [or whose benefit an. iron goblet is chaiutd to 
my waist. Like a dram-seller on the mall, at muster- 
daj, I cry aloud to all and a'undjy, in my plaiueat ac- 
cents, and at the Tery tiptop of my voice. Here it is, 
gentlemen! Here is the good liquor! Walk up, walk 
Dp, gentlemen, walk up, walk up ! Here is the supe- 
rior stuff! Here is the unadulterated ale of father 
Adam, — better than Cognac, Hollands, Jamaica, strong 
beer, or wine of any price ; here it is, by the hogshead 
or the ningle glosa, and not a cent to pay ! Walk up, 
gentletnen, walk up, and help yourselves ! 

It were a pity, if all this outcry should draw no 
customers. Here they come. A hot day, gentlemen ! 
Quaff, and away again, so as to keep yourselves in it 
nice cool sweat. You, my friend, will need another 
cupful, to wash the dust out of jour throat, if it be as 
thick there as it is on your cowhide shoes. I sea tliat 
you have trudged half a. score of miles to-day ; and, like 
a wise man, have passed by the tavema, and stopped at 
the running hrooks and weli-curba. Otherwise, betwixt 
heat without and fire within, you would have been 
burned to a cinder, or melted down to nothing at all, 
in the fashion of a jelly-fish. Drink, and make room 
for (hat other fellow, who seeks mj aii to i^&T»J\i 'Cta 
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were dug ou all .sides, aid cartloads of grsTel flanc 
upon its source, ■whence ooBcd a turbid atceam, formini 
a mud-puddle, at the corner of two streets. In the hof 
mouths, wlien its refresliment was most needed, i 
dust flew iu clouds over the forgotten birthplace of tl 
waters, now their grarc. But, in the course of time, i 
Town Pump was sunk into the source of the i 
spring; and when the first decajed, another l«ok iU 
place, — and then another, and still another, — till her 
stand I, gentlemen and ladles, to serve jou with i 
iron goblet. Drink, and he refreshed ! The water i 
as pure and cold as that which slaked the thirst of thfj 
red sagamore, beneath the aged boughs, thQ\^ 
the gem of the wilderness la treasured under these hot 
stones, where no shadow Mis, but from the t 
buildings. And be it the moral of my story, that, i 
this wasted and long-lost fountain is now known e 
prized again, ao shall the virtues of cold water, too littlga 
Talued since your father's days, be recognized by all. 

Tour pardon, good people ! I must interrupt i 
stream of eloquence, and spont forth a stream of water, ti 
replenish the trough for this teamster and hia two yoke i 
oxen, who have come trom Topsfleld, or somewhere alonj 
that way. No part of Tiiy business is pleasanter than thel 
watering of cattle. Look ! how rapidly they lower fhem 
wat^r-mark on the sides of the trongh, till their ci 
stomachs are moistened with a gallon or two apiece, andV 
they can afford time to breathe it in, witli sighs i * 
enjoyment. Now they roll their quiet eyes around thai 
brim of their monstrous drinking-vessel. An oi ia yonf'B 
true toper. 

But I perceive, ray dear auiitors, that you are impatient 4 

for the remainder o[ my discourse. Impute it, I beseech -M 

defect of modesty, if I insiat a little longer on 1 
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■o fruitfiil a topic a^ my own multifarious iiierif s. It 
altogether for jour good. The better you thuik of me, 
the better men and women ■will you fiud youraelTes. I 
shall say notliiii^ of my all-important aid on vashtng. 
days ; though, on that account alone, I might call myself 
the household god of a hundred families. Far be it from, 
me also to hint, my respectable friends, at the show of 
dirty faces wliich you would present, without my pains to 
keep you clean. Nor will I remind you how often when 
the midnight bells make you tremble for your eonibuatibla 
town, you liave fled to the Town Pump, and found me 
always at my post, firm amid the confusion, and readj ■ 
to drain mj vital current in your behalf. Neither ia it ; 
worth while to lay much stress on my claims to a medical 
diploma, as the physician, whose simple rule of practict 
preferable to all the nauseous lore, which has found men 
sick or left theiti so, since the days of Hippocrates, 
ua take a broader view of my beneficial iniuenoe on i 

No; these are trifles, compared with the merits whioll 
wise men concede to me, — if not in my single self, yet Hi 
the representative of a clasa — of being the grand reformer . ^ 
of the age, From my spout, and such spouta aa mine, 
must Sow the atream that sEiall cleanse our earth of the 
Yaat portion of its crime and auguiah, which has gushed 
from the fiery fountains of the still. In this niighty en- 
terprise, the cow shall he my great confederate. Milfc 
and water ! The Town Pomp and the Cow 1 SucK 
ia tlie glorious copartnerahip, that shall tear down the ', 
distillerica and bcewhouaes, uproot the vineyards, shat- * 
tcr the cider-pressos, ruin the tea and coffee trade, and 
Cnallj monopolize the whole busineaa of quenching thirst. 
BIcaaed consummation f Theu Poverty ahaL pass away 
from the land, finding ao hoTel so wretched, where her 
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eqimlid fonn may shelter itself. Then Disease, for lack of 
other Tietims, shall ^aw its own heart, and die. Then 
Sin, if she do not die, shall lose half her strength. Until 
now, the frenzy of hereditary fever has riigeil in the 
homan blood, transmitted from sire to son, and rekindled 
in every generation, bj fresh draughts of liquid ftaine. 
When, that inward fire sbaU he estingnislied, the heat 
of passion cannot but grow cool, and war — the drunk- 
enness of nations — perhaps will cease. At least, there 
will be no war of households. The husband and wife, 
drinking deep of peaceful j oy, — a cahn bliss of temperate 
affections, — shall pass hand in hand tlirough Ufe, and lie 
down, not reluctantly, at its protracted close. To them, 
the past will be no turmoil of mad dreams, nor the future 
in eternity of such moments as follow the delirium of tbo 
drunkard. Their dead faces shall express wbat their 
spirits were, and are to be, by a lingering smile of mem- 
Oiy and hope. 

Ahem ! Dry work, this speech iiyiiig ; especially to aa 
unpractised orator. I never conceived, till now, what 
toil the temperance lecturers midergo for my sake. Here- 
after, they shall have the business to themselves. Do, 
some kind Christiim, pump a stroke or two, jnst to wet 
mj whistle. Thank you, sir ! My dear hearers, when 
tbe world shall have been regenerated by mj instrumen- 
tality, you will collect your useless vats and liquor-caska 
into one great pQe, and make a bonfire, in honor of the 
Town Pump. And, when I shall have decayed, lite my 
predecessors, theo, if you revere my memory, let a mar- 
ble fountain, richly sculptured, take my place upon this 
spot. Such monuments should he erected everywhere^ 
and inscribed with the names of the distinguished cham- 
'ona of my cause. Now listen ; for something very im- 
tant is ta come next. 
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There are two or Ibree lionest friends of mine — and 
true frieuds, I know, thej are — who, nevertheless, by 
Iheir flerj pugnacity in my behalf, do put lue in fea.rful 
hazard of a broiea nose or even a total overthrow upoa 
the pavement, and the loss of the treasure which I guard. 
I pray jou, gentlemen, let this fault be amended. Is it 
decent, thint you, to get tipsy with zeal for temperance,, 
and take up the honorable cause of the Town Pump in 
the style of a toper, fighting for his braudy-bottle P Or, 
can the Escellent qualities of cold water be not otherwise 
esemplilied, than by plunging slapdash into hot water, 
and wofuUj scalding jourselvea and other people ? Trust 
ine, they may. In the moral warfare, which jou are ta 
wage, — and, indeed, in the whole conduct of your lives, 
— yon camiot choose a better example than myself, who 
liave never permitted the dast and sultry atmosphere, the 
turbulence and manifold disquietudes of the world around 
me, to reach that deep, cahn well of purity, which may 
be called my soul. And whenever I pour out that soul, 
it is to cool earth's fever, or cleanse its stains. 

One o'clock! Nay, then, if the dinner.bell begins to 
speak, I may as well bold my peace. Here comes a 
pretty young girl of my acquaintance, with a targe stone 
pitcher for me to fill. May she draw a husband, while 
drawing her water, as Rachel did of old. Hold cut your 
Tcssel, my dear ! There it is, full fo the brim ; so now 
run home, peeping at your sweet image in the pilch< 
JOU go; and forget not, in a glass of my 
diink—" Success TO THE Town Pdmp!' 
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THE GHBAT CARBUNCLE.* 



A MYSTERY OF THE WHTIE 



FNCLE.* ^H 

on the nij^^^^^H 
lilla, a party <^^^^^H 
themselves, aflerd^^^H 



I^^^T nightfall, once, in the olden time, 
m^MH^ side of one of the Crystal Hilla, a party 
I'^^Ptl venturers were refreshing themselves, 
toilsome and fruitless quest tor the GrBst Carbunol 
They had come thither, not as friends, nor partners in the 
enterprise, bnt each, save one youthful pair, impelled by 
his own selflsh and solitary longing for this wondrous- 
gem. Their feeling of brotherhood, however, was stronf 
enough to induce them to coutribut* a mutaa! aid in 
building a rude hut of branches, and kindling a great 
fire of shattered pines, that had drifted down the headlong^ 
current of the Amonooauck, on the lower bank of which 
they were to pass the night. There was but one of their 
number, perhaps, who hnd become so estranged from 
natural sympathies, by the absorbing spell of the pursuit, 
as to acknowledge no satisfaction at the siglit of human 

* The Indian tradition, on wliiph this somewhat eitrasagaut 
tale is founded, ia both ton wild aud too beautiful to be ade- 
quately wrought up in prose. SuUi(aii, in his Hietorf of 
Maine, written aince the Revolution, remarks, that even then, 
the eiiatence of the Great Carbanele waa not entirelj dii- 
aredited. 
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faceSj in t!ie remot* and aolitarj' region whither they had 
ascended. A Tast extent of wildernesa lay betweea them 
and the nearest seltlemctit, wliile scant a mile above 
iheir iioada, was that black verge, where the hills throw 
off their shaggy mantle of forest trees, and either robe 
themselves in clouds, or tower uaied into the sky. The 
roar of the Amonooanck would have been too awftil for 
endurance, if only a solitary man had listened, while the 
mountain stream talked with the wind. 

The adventurers, therefore, exchanged hospitable greet- 
ings, and welcomed one another to the hut, where each 
man w&s the host, and all were the guests of the whole 
company. Tliey spread their individual supplies of food 
en the flat surface of a rock, and partook of a general 
repast ; at the close of which, a sentiment of good-fellow- 
ship WHS perceptible among the party, though repressed 
by the idea, that the renewed search for the Great Car- 
buuele must make them strangers again, in the morning. 
Seven men and one jonng woman, they warmed them- 
selves together at the Are, which eitended its bright wall 
along the whole front of their wigwam. As they ob- 
served the various and contrasted figures that made up 
the assemblage, each man looking like a caricature of 
himself, in the unsteady light that flickered over him, 
they came mutually to the couclusion, that an adder 
society had never met, in city or wilderness, on mountain 
orpkin. 

The eldest of the group, a tall, lean, weather-beaten 
man, some sixty years of age, was clad in the akina 
of wild animals, whose fashion of dress he did welJ 
to imitate, since the deer, the wolf, and the beat had 
long been his most intimate companions. He was one 
of those ill-fated mortals, sach as the Indians told of, 
whom, in their par!; youth, the Great CaxWwAe %witi\si 
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wiib a peculiar maduess, aod became the pa: 
dream of tfieli esiatence. All, 'who visited that 
kuew Iiim as the Seeker, and b; no other nan 
none could remember when he first took up Ihe searcli, 
there weut a lable in the vallej of the Saco, that for Ms 
inordbftte lust after the Great Carbimelej lie had been 
condemned ta wander among the mountains till the end 
of time, still with the same feverish hopes at sunrise, 
the same despair at eve. Near this miserable Seeker sat 
a little elderly personage, wearing a liigh-orowned bat, 
siiaped somewhat like a crucible. He was from bejoud 
the sea, a Dr. Cacaphodcl, who had wilted and dried 
Mioself into a mnminj, bj continually stooping over 
obarooal fiirnaees and iubaling luiwholesome fumes, dur- 
ing liis researches iu chemisfrj and alchemy. It was told 
I of him, whetlier truly or not, that, at tbe commencement 
b^ Lis studies, be had drained his body of all i(a richest 
^Hood, aud wasted it, with other inestimable ingredients, 
n nnsuoeessful experiment, — and had never been a. 
well man since. Another of tbe adventurers was MbbIct 
Iclutbod Pigsnort, a weighty merchant and selectman of 
Boston, and an elder of the famous Mr. Norton's chutcK 
His enemies bad a ridiculous story, that Master Pigsnort 
was accustomed to speod a whole hour after prayer-time, 
every morning and evening, in wallowing naked among 
an immense quantity of pine-tree shillings, wliicb were 
the earliest silver coinage of Massaehuaetls. Tlie fourtli, 
whom we shall notice, had no name, that his companions 
Vnew of, and was chiefly distinguished by a sneer that 
always contorted his tbin visage, aud by a prodigious 
pair of spectacles, wLioh were supposed to deform and 
jiiscolor tbe whole face of nature, to this gentleman's 
perception. The fifth adventurer likewise lacked a name^ 
Wliich was the greater pity, as he appeared to ' 
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IIg was a briglit-eyed man, hut wofiilly pined away, 
wliich WB3 no more tban natural, if, ns some people af- 
firmed, bis ordinary diet was fog, morning mist, and a 
ilioe of tlie densest cloud within his reach, sa,nced with' 
moonshine whenever he could get it. Certain it is, 
that the poetry which flowed from him had a smack of 
all these dainties. The sixth of the party was a young 
man of baughty mien, and sat aomewhat apart from the 
rest, woarbg his plumed hat loftily among his elders, 
while the fire glittered on the rich embroidery of bis 
dress, and gleamed intensely, on the jewelled pommel 
of bis sword. This was the Lord da Vere, who, when 
at home, was said to spend much of his time in the burinl- 
Tauit of his dead progenitors, turamaging their mouldy | 
coffins in search of all (he earthly pride and vaingloiy 
that was hidden among bones and dust; so that, besides 
his own share, he had the collected baugiitiiiess of his 
whole line of ancestry. 

Lastly, there wag a handsome youth in rnslio garb, 
and by his side a blooming little person, in whom a 
delicate shade of maiden reserve was juat melting into 
the rich glow of a young wife's affection. Her name 
was Hannah, and her husband's Matthew; two homely 
names, yet well enongh adapted to the simple pair, who 
seemed strangely out of place among the whimsical 
fraternity whose wits had been set agog by the Great 
Carbuncle. 

Beneath the shelter of one hut, in the bright blaze of 
tho same fire, sat this Taried group of adventurers, all so 
intent upon a single object, that, of whatever else they 
■l)egau to speak, their elosbg words were sure to be illn- 
niinated with the Great Carbuncle. Several related the 
ciroumatancea that brought them thither. One had lis- 
teued to a traveller's tale uf this marvellous stone, in bis 
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o^m distant CDuutrj, and liad Inunediatbly Lceu seized 
with auch a tliirst for beholding it, as could onlj be 
qneoched in its intensest lustre. Another, so long ago 
as when the fatnons Captain Snutli visited t)jBse coasts, 
had aeen it blazing far at aea, and had felt no rest in all 
the intervetdng years, till now that he took up the search. 
A third, being encamped on a huntuig expedition, fiill 
forty nulea south of tlie Wliite Monntains, awolte at mid- 
night, and belield the Great Carbuncle gleaming like a 
meteor, so that tbe shadows of the trees fell backward 
from it. They spoke of the innnmerable attempts, which 
had been made to reaoh the spot, and of the singular 
fatality which had hitherto withheld snoceas from all 
adTBnturers, though it might seem so eaey to follow to 
its aonrce a light that overpowered the moon, and almost 
matched the sun. It was observable that each smiled 
scornfully at the madness of every other, in anticipating 
better fortune than the past, yet nourished a scarcely 
bidden conviction, that he would himself be the favored 
one. As if to allay their too sanguine hopes, thej re- 
curred to the Indian traditions, that a spirit kept watcb 
about the gem, and bewildered those who sought it, 
either by removing it from peak to peak of the higher 
hills, or by calling up a mist from the enciiauted lake 
over which it hung. But these talcs were deemed un- 
worthy of credit ; all professing to believe, that the search 
had been baffled hy want of sagacity or perseverance in 
the adventurers, or sueb other causes as miglit naturally 
obstruct the passage to any given point, among the in- 
tricacies of forest, valley, and mountain. 

In a pause of the conversation, the wearer of the pro- 
digious spectacles looked round upon the party, making 
each individual, in turn, tbe object of the aiieer which in- 
variably dwelt upon his countenance. 
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"So, fellow-piigriins," said he, "here we are, 
•w'sso men and one fair daniselj — wlio, doabtless, is aa 
wise as Httj grajbcard of the company : here we are, I 
say, all bound on the aame goodly enierpriae. Methinka, 
now, it were not amiss, that each of .us declars what ho 
proposes to do with the Great Carbaiicle, prorided h 
have the good hap to clutch it. What aays our friend 
in the bear-slin? How mean you, good sir, to enjoy 
the priEe which yon have been, seeking, the Lord knows 
how long, among the Crystal Hills ? " 

" How enjoy it ! " exclaimed the aged Seeker, bitterly. 
"I hope for no enjoyment from it, — that folly has _ 
long ^o ! I keep np the search for this accursed stone, 
beottuae the Tain ambition of my youth has become a fate 
upon me, in old age. The pncsiut alone is my strength, 
— the energy of my soul, — the warmth of my blood, and 
the pith and marrow of my bones ! Were I to turn my 
back upon it, I sliould fall down dead, on the hither side 
tif the Notch, which is the gateway of this mountain 
region. Yet, not to have my wasted lifetime back again, 
would I give up my hopes of the Great Carbuncle ! 
Haviug found it, I ^hall bear it to a certain cavern that 
I wot of, and there, grasping it in my arms, lie down 
«iid die, and keep it buried with me forever." 

"0 wretch, regardless of the infarcsts of science! 
cried Dr. Cacaphodel, with philosophic indigiatioi 
" Thou art not worthy to behold, even from afar off, the 
lustre of this most precious gem that ever was concocted 
in the laboratory of Nature. Mine is the sole purpose 
for which a wise man may desire the possession of the 
Great Carbuncle. Immediately on obtaining it — for I 
have a presentiment, good people, that the prize i 
served to crown my scientific reputation — I shall return 
to Europe, and employ my remaining years in reducing 



168 TWICE-TOLD TALKS. 

it to its first elements. A portion of the stone will I 
griud to impalpable powder; other parts shall be dis- 
solved in acids, or whatever solvents will act upon so 
Eutmiiahle a composition; and the remainder I design to 
melt in the orueiMe, or set on fire with the blowpipe, 
Bj these varioua methods, I ahaE gain an accurate analy- 
'3, and finally hestow the result of taj labors upon the 



in with the spectacles. "Nor 
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;e the perusal of jour folio 
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world, in a folio Tolur 

"Escclleat! " quoth the n; 
need you hesitate, learned si 
destruction of the geiu; sii; 
may teach every mother's s 
Carbuncle of his own." 

"But, verily," said Master Ichabod Pigsiiort, "for 
mine own part I object to the making of these oouuter- 
ieita, as being calculated to reduce the marlietaUe value 
of the true gem. I tell ye frankly, sirs, I have an interest 
in. keeping up the price. Here have 1 quitted my regular 
traffic, leaving my warehouse in the care of my clerka, 
and putting my credit to great hazard, and, furthermore. 
Lave put myself in peril of death or captivity by tie 
Qccnrsed heathen savages, ^ and aD tliis without daring; 
to ask the prayers of the congregation, because the quest 
tor the Great Carbuncle is deemed httle better than a 
tra£5c with the Evil One. Now think ye that I would 
have done this grievous wrong to my soul, body, reputa- 
tion, and estate, without a reasonable chance of profit P " 

"Not I, pious Master Pjgsnort," said the man with 
the spectacles. "I never laid such a great folly to thy 

"Truly, I hope not," said the merchant. "Now, as 
{ this Great Carbuncle, I am free to own that I 
r had a glimpse of it ; but be it only the hun- 
^thjDart so bright as people tell, it will surely outvaloa 



THE GREiT CARBPSCLE. 



169 

the Great Mogul's beat diamond, which he holds at an 
iuciJculiible sum. Wherefore I am minded to put the ~ 
Great Carhnncle on shipboard, and voyage with it hJ 
England, France, Spain, Italy, or into HcHthendom, it 
Providence should send me (hither, and, i 
pose of the gem to the best bidder among the potentates J 
of the earth, that he may place it among his crown jew- ^ 
els. If any of ye have a wiser plan, let him expound it." 

" That have I, thou sordid man ! " eiclaimed the poet. 
"Dost thou, desire nothing brighter than gold, that thon 
wouldst transmute alt this ethereal Instre into such dross, 
as thon wallowest in already? For myself, hiding the 
jewel nnder my doalc, I shall hie me hack to^jny attiir j 
chamber, in one of the darksome alleys of London. 
There, night and day, will I gaze upon it, — my sonl ' 
shall drink its radiance, — it shall he diiTused throoghont ] 
my intellectual powers, and gleam brightly in every lino I 
of poesy that I indite. Thns, long ages after I am gone, 
the splendor of the Great Carhuncle will blaze around i 
my n ■ "" ■ 

" Well said. Master Poet ! " cried he o[ the spectaolea. . 
"Hide it under thy cloak, sayest thon? Why, it will 
gleam through the holes, and make thee look like s 
jaek-o'-laiiteni ! " 

"To think!" ejaculated the Lord de Tere, rather 
to himself than his companions, the best of whom he 
held utterly unworthy of his intercourse, — " to think* 
that a fellow in a tattered cloak ahonld talk of conveying 
the Great Carbuncle to a garret in Grab Street ! Have 
not I resolved within myself, that the whole earth con- 
tains no fitter ornament for the great hall of my ances- 
tral castle P There shall it flame for agea, making a 
noonday of midnight, glitterbg on the suits of armor _ 
the banners, and escutcheons, that bang around. 
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■wall, and keeping bright the memoiy of lietoes. T 
foi'e have all other adveDtiirers soiiglit the prize it 
'but that I might win it, and make it a ajmbol of & 
glories of our loftj line ? And never, on the diadem fil 
the White Mountains, did the Great Carhuncle hold % 
place half so honored as is reserved for it in the liall d) 
the De Veres!" 

"It is a noble thought," said the Cjnic, with a 
sequious sneer. " Tet, might I preanme to saj e< 
gem wonld make a rare sepulchral knap, und would i 
plaj the glories of jour lordship's progenitors mri 
truly in the oneestral vault than iu the castle hall." m 

" Naj, forsooth," observed Matthew, the jouug n 
vho sat hand in baud with his bride, "the gentlej 
has bethought himself of a profitable use for this bri( 
atone. Hannah here and I are seeking it 
purpose," 

"How, fellow!" exclaimed his lordship, in aurprif 
"What eastle hall hast thou to hang it in?" 

" No castle," replied Matthew, " hut as neat a 
as any within sight of the Crystal Hills, Ye must kno^ 
friends, that Hannah aiid I, being wedded the lost w 
have taken up the search of the Great Carhuncle, ] 
caose we shall need its liglit in tlie long winter eveninj^ 
and it will he such a pretty thing to show the ueighboi; 
when they visit us. It will shine tlirough the house, t 
• that we may pick up a pin in any corner, and will set 111 
the windows a-glowing, as if there were a great fire g 
pine knots in lie chimney. And then how pleas 
when we awake iu the night, to be able to s 
another's faces ! " 

There was a general smile among the adventurers at 
the aimpUaity of the young coaple's project, in regard 
to this wondrous and invaluable stoue, with which the 
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greatest inouarcli ou earth niiglit Lave been proud to 
adorn bis palace. Especiull; the man with apectacles, 
■who had anEered at aE the coinpany in turn, now twisted 
his visage into BQcb un expression of ill-nutured uirth, 
that Mattliew asked Jiim, rather peerisbl;, what lie Mm- 
Belf meant to do with tbe Great Carbuncle. 

"The Great Carbuncle!" anawerod the Cjnio, with 
ineffable scorn. "Why, jou blookiieud, there ia no such 
thing, in remm natura. I have come tliree thousand 
miles, and am resolved to set my foot on every peak of 
these niDuntains, aud poke my head into every chasm, 
for the sole puqiose of demonstrating to the satisfaction 
of any man, one whit less an osa than thyself, that the 
Great Carbuncle is all a liuutbug ! " 

Vain and foolish were the motives tliat had brought 
most of the adventurers to the Crystal Hills, but none 
so vain, so foolish, and so impious too, as that of the 
scoffer with the prodigious spectacles. He was one of 
those wretched aud evil men, whose yoamiugs are down- 
ward to the darkness, instead of heavenward, and who, 
could they but extinguish the lights which God hath 
kindled for us, would count the midnight gloom their 
chiefest glory. As the Cynic spoke, several of the party"* 
■were startled by a gleam of red splendor, that showed 
the huge shapes of the surrounding mountams, and the 
lock-beatrewn bed of the turbulent river, with an iUnrai- 
nation unlike that of their 6re, ou the trunks and blacky , 
houghs of the forest trees. They listened for the roll of 
thunder, hnt heard nothing, and were glad that the tem- 
pest came not near them. The stars, those dial points i 
of heaven, now warned the adventurers to close their 
eyes on the blazing logs, and open thcni, in dreams, to 
the glow of the Great Carbancb. 

The young married conpb had taken their lodgmgs ii 
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to keep tJiem company. She lingered beneath th«q 
witLiii tlie verge of tlie forest treeSj and sent a " 
glance offer her children, as ttiej strayed where her o 
grepn footprints had never been. But soon they n 
to be bidden from her eye. Densely and dart, the n 
begau to gather below, casting black spots of shadoi 
on the vast landacape, and sailing heavily to one 
as if the loftiest monntain peak had sammoned a 
of its kicidied clouds. Finally, the vapors Tvelded then 
aelveSj as it were^ into a mass, preaentmg the appeanu 
of a pavement over which the wanderers might 1 
trodden, but where they would vaiidy have songht i 
avenue to the blessed earth which they had lost, 
the lovers yearned to behold that green earth s_ 
more inteusely, alas ! than, beneath a clonded sky, the 
Lad ever desired a glimpse of heaven. They e 
it a relief to their desolation, when the niiatSj ( 
gradually up the mountain, concealed its lonely peak, a 
thus annihilated, at least for them, the ivhole r 
visible space. But they drew closer together, with f 
fond and melancholy gaze, dreadbg lest the i 
cloud should snatch them from each other's sight. 

Still, perhaps, they would have been resolnte to clim|| 
as far aiiii as high, between earth and heaven, as thq( 
conld And foothold, if Hannah's strength had not beg 
to fail, and with that, her courage also. Her breafi^ 
grew short. She refused to burden her husband vi 
her weight, but often tottered against his side, and t 
covered herself each time iy a feebler eff 
she sank down on one of the rocky steps of the acclivitjr|_ 

"We are lost, dear Matthew," said she, monmfully. 
"We shall never find our way to the earth again. And 
0, how hitppy we might have been in our cottage ! " 

"ifeaPieart ! — we will jet be bappy there," aniswered _ 
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Matthew. " Look ! la tliis direction, the sunshine pene. 
tiaiGS the dismal mist. By its aid, I can direct out 
course to the passage of the Notch. Let us go back, 
lovo, and dream ho more of the Great Carbuncle ! " 

"The sun cannot be yonder," said Hannah, with de- 
spondence. " Bj this time, it must be tiooti. If there 
could ever be any smialiine here, it would come from ■ 
above our heads." 

"Bat look !" repeated Matthew, in a somewhat altered 
tone. "It ia brightening every momeut. IfBot sunshine, 
what can it be?" 

Nor could the young bride any longer deny, that a 
v;uliKUCe was breaking through the miat, and changing 
its dun hue to a dusky red, which continually grew more 
vivid, as if brilliant particles were interfused with the 
gloom. Now, also, the cloud began to toll away from ' 
the oiouatain, while, as it heavily withdrew, one object 
after another started out of its impenetrable obscuritj' | 
into sight, with precisely the effect of a new creation, , 
before the indistinctness of the old chaos had been < 
pletely swallowed up. As the process went on, they 
saw the gleaming of water close at their feet, apd found 
themselves on the very border of a mooatain lake, deep, 
bright, clear, and calmly beautiful, spreading from brim 
to brim of a basin that had been scooped out of tiie solid 
rock. A ray of glory flashed across its surface. The 
pilgrims looked whence it should proceed, hut closed 
their eyes with a thrill of awful admiration, to eiclude 
the fervid splendor that glowed from the brow of a cliiT, 
impending over the enchaQted lake. For the simple pair 
had reached that lake of myst^y, and found the long. 
sought shrine of the Great Carbuncle ! 

They threw their arms around ,each other, and trem- 
bled at their own success ; far as the legends of th^ 



178 rWlCE-TOLD TALES. 

wondrous gem rushed thick upon their memoTj, tbej 
felt tbeinselves miirkad out bj fate, — aud the conscious- 
ness WM fearful. Often, from childhood upward, they 
Lad seen it Bbiiiiiig like a distant star. Aiid now that 
star was throwing its intensest lustre on tbeit- hearts. 
Thej seemed changed to one another's eyes, iu tlie red 
brilliancy tliat flaiiied upou their cheeks, while it lent 
the same fire to the lake, the rocks, and sky, and to the 
mists which had rohed back before its power. Bat, with 
their nest glance, they beheld an object that drew their 
attention CTea from the mighty stone. At the base of 
the cliff, directly beneath the Great Carbuncle, appeared 
the figure of a man, with lus arms extended iu the act 
of climbing, and Lis face turned upward, as if to drink 
the full gush of splendor. But he stirred not, no more 
thou if changed to marble. 

"It is the Seeker," whispered Hannah, couTulaively 
jtraspiug het husband's ami. "Matthew, he is dead." 

" The joy of success has killed him," replied Matthew, 
trembling violently. " Or, perhaps the very light of the 
Great Carbuncle was death ! " 

"The Great Carbuncle," cried a peevish voice behind 
them. " The Great Humbug ! If you have found it, 
prithee point it out to me." 

They turned their heads, and there was the Cynic, 
with hjs prodigious spectacles set carefully ou his iioae, 
staring now at the lake, now at the rocks, now at the 
distant masses of vapor, now right at the Great Carbunclo 
itself, yet seemingly as unconscious of its light, as if all 
l.hc scattered clouds were condensed about his person. 
Though its radiance actually threw the shadow of the 
uuhehever at his own feet, as he turned hia back upon 
the glorious jewel, he would not be convinced thai there 
tras the least gltminer there. 
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"Where 13 yow Great Hnmbng?" he repeated, 
challenge jou to vnalie me see it ! " 

"Ttere," said Matthew, incensed at such perrerao 
bliodnesa, and turning the Cjnic round towarda the 
illnminated cliff. "Take off those abominaUe spectacles, 
and JOU cannot help seeing it ! " 

Now these colored spectacles probably darkened the 
Cynic's sight, in at least as great a degree as the smoked 
glaasea through which people gaze at an eclipse. With i 
rasolitle hravndn, howecer, be anatched them from bis 
BOSB, and fixed tt bold stare full npon the ruddy blaze of i 
the Great Carhuncle. But scarcely had he encountered 
it, when, with a deep, shuddering groan, he dropped his 
bead, and pressed both hands across his miserable eyes. 
Thenceforth there was, in very truth, no light of the 
Great Carbuncle, nor any other light o 
of Heaven itself, for the poor Cynic, 
tomed to view all objects through a mcd" 
them of every glimpse of hrightnoss, a 
glorious a phenomenon, striking npon his naked vi 
had blinded him forever. 

" Matthew," said Hamiah, clinging to him, ' 

Matthew aaw that she was faint, and, kneeling down, 
BOpported her in his arms, while he threw some of the 
thrillingly cold water of the enchanted lake upon her face 
and bosom. It revived her, but could not renovate her 
courage. 

"Tes, dearest!" cried Matthew, pressing her tremu- 
lous form to his breast, " we will go hence, and retura 
to our humble cottage. The blessed sunshine and the 
quiet moonlight shall come tfirongh our ^rtndow. We 
■will kindle the cheerful glow of oar hearth at eventide, 
and be happy in its light. But never again will we 
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desire more light Ihati all the world inaj share 

"No," aiud his bride, "for how could we live bj day, 
or sleep by night, in this awful blaze of the Great Car- 
bnncle P " 

Out of tlie boUow of their hands, tbey drank each a 

draught from the lake, which prcseoled them its waters 

nncontaminated bj an earthlj lip. Then, lending their 

gnida.nce to t)ie bUnded Cjcic, who uttered not a word, 

en stifled his groans ui his own most wretcbed 

> heart, thcj began to descend the mountain. Yet, aa they 

I left the sbore, till then untrodden, of the spirit's lake, 

I they threw a farewell glance towards the cliff, and beheld 

the vapors gathering ia dense Tolaraes, through wbich 

the gem bnmed duskily. 

As touebing the other pilgrims of the Great Carhnnole, 

the legend goes on to tell, that the worshipful Master 

lehabod Pigsnort soon gave up the quest, as a desperate 

specnlatioD, and wisely resolved to betake himself again 

'o his warehouse, near the town doek, in Boston. But, 

, Bfi he passed through the Notch of the mountains, a war 

I party of Indiana captured our unlucky merchant, and 

k carried him to Montreal, there holding him in bondage, 

till, by the payment of a heavy canaom, he had wofully 

1 subtracted from bia hoard of pine-tree shillings. By his 

L long absence, moreover, his affairs had become so dis- 

1, that, for the rest of his life, instead of wallowing 

\ in silver, he had seldora a sixpence worth of copper, 

~ '. Cacaphodel, the alchemist, returned to his laho- 

I ratory with a prodigious fragnieut of granite, which he 

(.ground to powder, dissolved in acids, mcll.td m the cm- 

I cihie, and burned with the blowpipe, and published the 

L Cesult of his experiments in one of the heaviest folios of 

■ iha da_T. And, for all these purposes, the genj 
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could not have answered better thau the gi-anite, 
poet, hy a somewhat similar mistake, made priae of a 
great piece of ioe, which he fouad in a sunless chasm of 
the mountains, and swore that it corresponded, in all 
points, with his idea of tbo Great Carbuncle. The critics 
saj, that, if his poetry lacked the splendor of the gem, it 
retained all the eoldoess of the lee. The Lord de Vera 
went back to bia ancestral ball, where he eoiitented him- I 
self with a WBE-liglitcd chandelier, and iillcd, in doe 
course of time, another coffin in the ancestral TanJt. &a 
the funeral torches gleamed within that dark receptacle;, 
there was no need of tbe Qieat Carbuncle to show the 
vanity of earthly pomp. 

The Cynic, having cast aside his spectacles, wandered 
about the world, a miserable object, and was punished 
with an agonizing desire of light, for the wilful blindness 
of his former life. The whole night long be woiUd lift 
his splendor-blasted orbs to the moon and stars ; he 
turned his face eastward, at sunrise, as (July as a Persian 
idolater; he made a pilgrimage to Home, to witness the 
magnificent illumination of St. Peter's Church; and 
fio^y perished in the great fire of London, into the 
midst of which he had thrust himself, with the desperate , 
ide& of catching one feeble ray from the blaze, that was • 
kindling earth and heaven. ] 

Matthew and bis bride spent many peaceful years, and 
were fond of telling the legend of the Great Carbuncle. 
Tfse tale, bowever, towards the close of their lengthened 
Uves, did not meet with the full credence thai had beea 
accorded to it by those who remembered the ancient lus- 
tre of the gem. Por it is affirmed, that, from the hour 
when two mortals had shown themselves so simply wiso 
as to reject a jewel which would have dimmed all earthly 
things, its splendor waned. When other pilgmns reached 
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■• Ute cliff, they fomid oniy an opaqop stone, with f 
nica giiUering on its sor&ce. There is 
t, as the youthful pair departed, the gem ms loo 
m the forehead of the cliff, and fell mio the each 
e, and that, at noontide, the Seeker's facin maj >t2^,n 

a to bend over its qnencUess gleam. 
Some few believe that tliis inestimable atone is 1 
1 as of old, and say that Ihey have caoght its radiance, 1^ 
a flash of summer lightning, far down the valley of the 
Saco. And be it owned, that, many a mile hma the 
Crystal Hilla, I saw a woadroos light around their snin- 
mits, and was lured, by the fkith of poesy, to be tfas 
latest pilgtim of the G&sat Cabbunclb. 
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THE PHOPHETIC PICTUBES." ^^| 

^^HBUT this painter ! " cried Walter Ludlow, with ^^H 
iHHB Bjumation. " He not only excels in his )iecu]- ^^H 
B^^B iar art, but possesses vast acquirtinents iu all ^^^| 
other learuing aud science. He talks Hebrew with Dr. ^^^| 
Mather, and gives lectures in anatorn; to Dr. Bojlston. ^^H 
In a word, he will meet the best instructed man among ^^H 
us, on Lis own ground. Moreover, he is a polished gen- ^^H 
tleman, — a citizen of the world, — jea, a true cosmopo- ^^H 
lite ; for he will spealt Uke a natiTe of each clime nod ^^H 
country on the globe, except our own forests, whither ^^B 
be b now going. N'or is all this what I most admire in ^^H 

"Indeed!" said Elinor, who had listened with a wo- ^^H 
man's interest to the description of such a man. "Yet ^^H 
this is admirable enough." ^^^| 

"Surely it is," replied her lover, "but far less so ^^^| 
than his natural gift of adapting himself to every rariety ^^^| 
of character, insomuch that all men — aud all women ^^^| 
too, Elinor— shall find a mirror of themselves in this ^^M 
wonderful painter. But the greatest wonder is yet to ^^H 
be ^^M 

♦ This story waa saggesled by an anecdots of Stuart, reliled ^^H 
in Dunlap'fl History of tte Arts of Dcsigu, —a moat enter- ^^^| 
taioing book to the genend rfader, and a. deeply intereBting ^^^| 
one, we should thiuk, to (he uliiL ^^^^^^^H 
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"Nb;, if lie Iincc mure wouderfo] allributes t 
these," said Elmor, laugLisg, " Boston i 
abode for the poor geatleman. Are jou telling i 
s Pinter, or a wizard ? " 

"In truth/' answered he, "that qacstion might bo 
asked much more seriously than you suppose. They 
say that he painta not merely a man's features, but his 
niiud and heart. He catches the secret sentiment* and 
paissions, and throws them upon tlie eauTas, like sun- 
shine, ^or perhaps, in the portraits of dark-souled men, 
like a gleam of infernal Grc. It is an awful gift," added. 
Walter, lowering his voice from its tone of enthusiasm. 
" I shall be almost airaid to sit to liim." 

" Walter, are jou in earnest ? " exclaimed Elinor. 

" For Heaven's sake, dearest Elinor, do not let bim. 
paint the look which yon now wear," said her lover, 
smiling, though rather perplexed. "There: it is pass- 
ing away now, but when you spoke, you seemed fright- 
ened to death, and very sad besides. What were yon 
thinking of? " 

" Nothing, nothing," answered Elinor, hastily. " Yon 
paint my face with your own fantasies. Well, come for 
me to-morrow, and we will visit this wonderful artist." 

But wlien the young roan had departed, it cannot bo 
denied that a remarkable expression was again visible 
on the fair and youthful face of his mistress. It was a 
aad and anxious look, iiltle in accordance with what 
should have been the feelings of a maiden on the eve of 
wedlock. Yet Walter Ludlow was the chosen of he(* 
heart. 

" A look ! " said Elinor to herself. " No wonder tliat 

it startled him, if it espressed what I sometimes fecL 

I kuow, by my own experience, how frightful a look 

^^Mrhe, But it was all fancy. I thought nothing o(^^ 
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at the time, — I have aeen aQthing of it aiuee, — I did 
but dream it." 

And she boaied herself about the embroidery uf a 
laS, in which she meant that Ler portrait should be 
taken. 

The piunter, of whom ihey had been speaking, was 
not one of those native artists, who, at a later period 
than, this, borrowed their colors from the Indians, and 
manufactured their pencils of the furs of wild beasts. 
Perhaps, if he oould have reyoked his life and prear- 
raoged liis destiny, he might have chosen to belong to 
that school without a master, ia thfc hope of being at 
least original, since there were no works of art to imi- 
tate, nor rules to follow. But he had been bom and 
educated in Europe. People said, that be had studied 
the grandeur or beauty of conception, and every touch 
of the master hand, iu all the most famous pictures, la 
cabinets and galleries, and on the walls of churches, till 
there was uothiiig more for his powerful mind to leiim. 
Act could add nothing to its lessons, but Nature might. 
He had therefore visited a world, whither none of his 
professional brethren had preceded him, to feast his eyes 
on visible images, that were noble and picturesque, yet 
had aorer been transferred to canvas. America was too 
poor to afford other temptations to an artist of eminence, 
though many of the colonial gentry, on the painter's 
arrival, had expressed a wish to transmit their linea- 
ments to posterity, by means of his skill. Whenever 
such proposals were made, he iised his piercing ejes 
on the applicant, and seemed to look him through and 
through. If be beheld only a sleek and comfortable 
visage, though there were a gold-laced coat to adorn 
the picture, and golden guineas to pay for it, he civilly 
■ ', the task and the reward. But if the lace wew 
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the uulcx of any tiling uucomuiou, tu tlioaglit, m 
or expcrlcuuc) or if lie met a beggtu iu Llie street, «^ 
a wliite beard und a furrowed brow ; or if aometimea a 
cbild liApjKiiBd to look up uud smile ; he would exhaust 
ttU the art ou them, that lie deuied to wealth. 

Piclorul akill bebg so rare in the colouies, the painter 
beeume an objeot of general curiosity. If few or none 
could nppreciate the (echaical merit of his productions, 
jcl (here were jioiuta iti regard to which the opinion ot 
the crowd was us valuable as the reQncd judgment of Ibe 
■inateur. Ho wntchcd the effect that each picture pro- 
duced uii Huch untutored beholders, und derived profit ftom 
their remarks, while they would us soon have iJiought of 
iulructiug Nature herself, as him who seemed to rival 
her. Tliuir adniiration, it must be owned, was tinctured 
vim the prejudices of the age and country. Some deemed 
it an offDUix ogainat the Mosaic law, and even a presump- 
lucius mockery of the Creator, to bring into existence 
BDcli lively images of his creatures, Otbera, frightened 
At the art which could raise pbantoms at will, and keep 
the fonn of the dead among the hving, were inclined to 
couxider the painter as a magician, or perhaps the bmons 
£luck Muu, of old witch times, plotting mischief in a new 
guise. These foolish fancies were more than Imlf believed 
among the mob, Even in superior circles, his character 
was invested with a. vague awe, partly rising like smoke- 
wreaths from the popular superstitiona, but chiefly caused 
by the varied knowledge and talents which he made sub- 
Bervient to his profession. 

Being on the eve of marriage, Walter Ludlow and 

Elinor were eager to obtain thejr portraits, as the first ol 

what, they doubtless hoped, would be a long series ol 

bmily pictures. The day after the conversation above 

I ueoid^ thej visited the pointer's rooms, A aMViat 
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Dsliered tliem iato an apartment, where, tliougli tbc artist 
Iiimself was nut visible, there were peraonages whom they 
coiildhardljforhettrgreeting with reverence. TUey knew, 
indeed, tliat the whole aaaemblj were but pictures, yet felt 
it impossible to separate the idea of life and intellect 
from such striking counterfeits. Several of the portraita 
were known to them, either as distinguished characters 
of the day, or their private acquainlancea. There was 
Governor Burnett, looking as if hs Lad just received an 
undutiful communication from the House of Representa- 
tives, and were inditing u most sharp response. Mr. 
Cooke hung beside the ruler whom ha opposed, sturdy, 
and somewhat puritanical, as befitted a popular leader. 
The ancient lady of Sir William Pbipps eyed them fcom 
the wall, in ruff and farthingale, au imperious old dame, 
not nnaiiapected of witchcraft. John Winslow, then a very , I 
young man, wore the expression of warlike enterprise, 
which long afterwards made him a distinguished geoeraL 
Their personal friends were recoguiied at a glance. In 
most of the pictures, the whole mind and character were 
* brought out on the countenance, and concentrated into a, 
single look, so that, to speak paradoxically, the originals 
hardly resembled themselves so strikingly as the portraita 
did. 

Among these modern worthies, there were two old 
bearded saints, who had abnost vaaished into the darken- 
ing canvas. Tbere was also a pale, but unfaded Madonna, 
who had perhaps been worshipped in Rome, and now 
regarded the lovers with such a mild and holy look, that 
they longed to worship too. 

" How singular a thought," observed Walter Ludlow, 
" that thb beautiful face has been beautiful for above two 
hundred years ! 0, if all beauty would endure so well I 
Do you not envy her, Elinor ? " 
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" "If Earth were beaven,! might," she rpplied. 
iriiere all things fade, how miserable to be the on 
ooDJd not fade ! " 

"This dark old Si. Peler has a fierce and vgij h 
saint though he be," continueti Walter. " ~ 
me. Bat the Viigin luoka kiudlj at us." 

" Yes ; but very sorrowfuUj, melliiuks," said E 

The easel stood beneath these three old pictures, B 
t wining oDe that had been recently commenced. 
httle inspection, they \xg&a to recc^uize the featutcsd 
their own minister, the Bf r. Dr. Colmau, growing n^ 
thape and life, as it were, out of a, ciond. 

" Kind old man ! " esclaimed Elinor. " 
me, as if he were about to utter a word of patenul « 

" And at me," said WiJter, " as if he were about ^ 
ehake his head and rebuke me for some suspected q 
iqnity. But so does the original. I shall never f 
quite comfortable under hia eye, till we stand before lij 
to be married." 

They now beard a footstep on the Boor, and t 
beheld the painter, who had been some moments iutt 
room, and had Lsteued to a few of their o ' " 
was a middle-aged man, with a couuleuance 
of his own pencQ. Indeed, hj the picturesque, thooB 
careless arrangement of his rich dress, and, perhaps, b 
cause his soul dwelt always among painted shapes, fa 
looked somewhat Uke a portrait himself. His t' 
were eensihle of a kindred between the artist and li 
works, and felt as if one of the pictures had st 
the cauTas to salule them. 

Walter Ludlow, who was slightly known to the p. 
explained the object of their risit. While he spok^J 
■unbeam was falling athwart his figure and Elinor's, n '' 
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BO happy an eOect, that they also Geemed liriug pictures 
of juutti and beauty, gladdeoed by bright fortune. The 
arlbt was erideiitly struck. 

" Mj eaael Is occupied for several ensuing days, and 
my stay in Boston must be brief," said be, thoughtfully ; 
then, after an observant glance, lie added, " but your 
wishes shall be gratiBed, though I disappoint the Chief 
Justice and Madam Oliver. I must uut lose this op- 
portunity, for the sake of painting a few ells of broad- 
cloth and brocade." 

The painter expressed a desire to introduce both their 
portraits into one picture, aud represent tlieiu engaged 
in some appropriate action. This plan would have de- 
lighted the lovers, but was necessarUy rejected, because 
so large a space of canvas would have beeu un£t for the 
room which it was intended to decorate. Two balf-length 
portraits were therefore fixed upon. After they had 
taken leave, Walter Ludlow asked Elinor, with a smile, 
whether she knew what an inilueuce over tbeir fates the 
paiut«r was about to acquire. 

"The old women of Boston affirm," continued he, 
"that after he has once got possession of a person's face 
and figure, he may paint bim in any act or situation 
whatever, ^ and the picture wiL be prophetic. Do yon. 
believe it ? " 

"Not quite," said Elinor, aniiling. "Yet if he h 
Gucb magic, there is something so gentle in his manni 
tliat I am sure he will use it well." 

It was the painter's choice to proceed with both the 
portraits at the same time, assigning as a reason, in the 
mystical knguage wbioh he sometimes used, that the faces 
threw light upon each other. Acoordingly, he gave now 
a touch to Walter, and now to Elinor, and the features 
t^ae wid the other began to start fortb so vividly, that 
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Inquired tiiB painter, now drawing near, with irrepceBMhla 
interest. 

"The features are perfect, Elinor," answered Walter, 
"and, at the first glance, the expression seemed also 
hers. But, I could fancy that the portrait has changed 
conntenance, while I have been looking at it. The ejes 
are fixed on mine with a strangely sad and aniiouB 
expression. Naj, it is grief and terror ! Is this liko 
Blinoi ? " 

" Compare the living face with the pictured one," sa^ 
the pointer. 

Walter glaneed sidelong at his mistress, and started. 
Motionles.s and absorbed — fascinated as it were — in 
conlemplation of Walter's portrait, KHiior's face had 
assumed precisely the espreasion of wliicli be had just 
been complaining. Had she practised for whole hours 
before a mirror, she could not have caught the look so 
sneceasfullj. Had the picture itself been a mirror, it 
could not hare thrown back her present aspect, with 
stronger and more melancbolj truth. She appeared 
qnitfi unconscious of the dialogue between the aridst 
and her lover. 

"Ehnor," ex'claimed Walter, in amaaeinent, "what 
change has come over jon ? " 

Sbe did not hear hira, nor desist from her fixed gaze, 
till be seized her iiaiid, and thus attracted lier notice i 
then, with a sudden tremor, she looked from the piotnre 
to the face of the original. 

" Do jou see no chanf;e in your portrait ? " asked she. 

"In mine p — None!" replied Walter, examining it 
"But let me see! Yes; there isaslight change.^an 
improvement, I think, in the picture, though none in the 
likeness: It has a liveher expression than jeaterday, aa 
if some bright (Jionght were flashing from the ejes, and 
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about to be uttered from tbe lips. Now that I ktTtl 
caught the loot, it becomes very decided. 

Wbile he waa intent on thess observations, Elinor^ 
turned to the painter. She regarded him wilh grief ai 
awe, and felt that he repaid her with sympaihy and c< 
miseration, though wherefore she could but vagueljrj 

" That look ! " wliiapered she, and shnddered. 
came it there ? " 

"Madam," said the painter, aodlj, raking her hand,* 
and leading her apart, " iu both these pictures, I hayaj 
painted what I saw. The artist — the true artist ^ J 
must look beneath the eiterior. It is i 
proudest but ofteu a nielauclioly one — to see the ininoat'l 
soul, aad b; a power indeSnable even to himself to tn 
it glow or darken upon the cauvas, iu glances that 
press tLe thought and sentiment of years, Would thatS 
I might convince myself of error iu the present ixb-W 
stance I " 

Tliey hod now approached the table, on which wenij 
heads in chalk, hands almost as expressive as ordinarf'T 
faces, ivied church -towers, thatched cottages, old tbuileB 
der-stricken trees, Oriental and antique cnstiitnc, and altS 
snob pioturesquB vagaries of an artist's idle momenta, 
Tnmmg them over, with seeming carelessness, a crayoiil 
sketeh of two Ggares waa disclosed. 

" If I have failed," continued he, " if jour heart doe 
not see itself reflected hi your own portrait, if you havd 
no secret cause to trust my delineation of tbe other, i 
is not yet too late to alter them. I miglit change t' 
action of these ligiires too. But would it influence i^ 
ETentP" 

He directed her notice to the sketch, 
tbcongb Elinor's frame ; a shriek was upon hex Iv^ 
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she stifled it, with the s If mm d ti t becomaa habit 
bbI to all, wbo bide tiio ht f 1 and an^isb within 
their bosoms. Turning fr m ll t bl slie perceiTed 
that Walter had advanc d gh t have seen (he 

sketch, though she could n t d t mm whether it bsd 
caught his eye. 

" We will not have th p tu It ed," said ah^ 
hastil;. " If mioe iasad I hllbtl ktbe gajer for 
the contrast." 

"Be it so," answered th pamt b wing. "Maj 
jour griefs be such fen 1 I th t Ij jour picture 

may mourn for them ! F v ] — maj thej be 
true and deep, and paint themselves upon this lovelj face 
till it quite belie mj art 1 " 

Alter the marriage of Walter and Elinor, the pictures 
formed the two moat splendid ornaments of their abode. 
Tbey liung side bj sid^ separated bj a narrow pannel, 
appearing to eje each other constautlj, jet alwajs re- 
turning the gaze of the spectator. Travelled gentlemen, 
who professed a knowledge of such subjects, reckoned 
these among the moat adinirahle specimens of modern 
portraiture ; while common observers compared them 
■with the origuials, feature bj feature, and were raptu- 
rous in praise of the likeness. But it was on a third 
class — neither travelled connoisseurs nor common ob- 
servers, hut people of natural sensibihtj — that the pic- 
tures wrought tlieir strongest effect. Such persons 
might gnic carelessly at first, bnt, becoming interested, 
would return day after day, and study these painted feces 
like the pages of a mystic volnme. Walter Ludlow's 
portrait attracted their earliest notice. In tiie absence 
of himself and his bride, they sometimes disputed as to 
the expression which the pamter had intended to throw 
upon the featares; all agreeing that there was a look of 
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^naetf unport, thongh do tvo expUioed it •! 
wms less direrutj of i^ttiuoa ia lEgud. b 
hire. Thej differed, indeed, in Aai a 
mate the latuic and depth of the g 
her hee, bat agreed that it -ma ^ 
the natonl tempeiameat of their Touthful fnend. A 
certain Emcifnl person aniuKiDCcd, as the result of much 
aerutinj, that both these pictures were parts of one de- 
sign, auil that the metancbol; strength of feeling, in 
^iix>r*a coaateoance, bonr reference t ' 
eraotioD, or, as lie termed it, the nild passion, in that of 
Wallet. Though onskilled in the ait, he even began a 
sketch, in which the action of the two Sgures vaa to 
correspond with their mutoal expression. 

It was whispered among friends, that, daj bj daj, 
Elinor's bee was assuming a deeper shade of pensive- J 
ness, which threalened soon to render her too tme ft .1 
counterpart of her nielaucholj picture. Walter, on tba J 
other hand, instead of acquiring the vivid look whiiA 1 
the painter had given him on the cauras, became i 
served and downcast, with no outward flashes of emo- \ 
tioD, however it might be smouldering within. 
of lime, Elinor hung a gorgeous curtain of purple silk,- I 
UTOught with flowers, and fringed with heavy g 
tassels, before the pictures, under pretence that the d 
would tarnish their hnes, or the light dim them. 
enough. Her visitors felt, that the massive folds of tl 
silk most never be withdrawn, nor the portraits » 
tioued in her presence. 

Time wore on ; and the painter came ngatu. He ha^lf 
been far enough to the north to Me the silver caswide oT 
the Crjstal Hills, and to look over tlie vast round Q 
cloud and forest, from the summit of New ] 
loftiest moontain. But he did not ptofaae that M 
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tlie mocierj of his art. He had also lam in a can 
tie bosom of Lake George, luafcing liia soul the mirrOT 
of its loreliness and grandenr, til! ant a picture in the 
Vatican was more vivid than his recoUecl.ion. He had 
gone with the Indian hunters to Niagara, and there, 
again, had flung hia hopeless pencil down the precipice, 
feehng that he could as soon paint the roar, as aught else 
that goes to make up the wondrous cataract. In truth, 
it WBS seldom his impnlae to copy natural scenery, ex- 
cept as B framework for the delineations of the human 
form and face, instinct wilb thought, passion, or suffering. 
With store of such, his adTcnlurous ramble had enriched 
him ; the stem dignity of Indinn chiefs ; the dusky loveli- 
ness of Indian girls ; the domestic life of wigwams ; the 
stealthy march; the battle beneath gloomy pine-trees; 
the frontier fortress with its garrison ; the anomaly of 
the old French partisan, bred in conrta, but grown gray 
in siiaggj deserts ; — aucb were the scenes and portraito 
that he had sketched. The glow of perilous momenta j 
flashes of wild feeling; struggles of lieree power; love, 
late, grief, frenzy ; in a word, all the worn-out heart of 
the old earth had been revealed to him nuder a new 
form. His portfolio was filled with graphic illustrations 
of the volume of his memory, which genius would trans- 
mute into its own substance, and imbae with immor- 
tality. He felt that the deep wisdom in his art, which 
he had sought so far, was found. 

But, amid stem or lovely nature, in the perils of the 
forest, or its overwhelming peacefnlnesa, still there had 
been two phantoms, the companions of his way. Like 
all other men around whom an engrossing purpose 
wreathes itself, he was insulated from the mass of hu- 
man kind. He had no aim, — no pleasure, — no empa- 
thies, — but what were ultimately connected with his art 
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Tliough getitlc in uiauner, and uprigiit in inteut and | 
BCtiait, he did not possess kindly feelinga ; his heart vn A 
cold ; no living creature could be brouglit near euougli 1 
to keep him worm. Por tlieae two beings, however, J 
he had felt, in its greatest iatensitj, the sort of intereat 1 
which alwujs allied him to the subjects of his penciL I 
He had pried into their souls with hia keenest insight, I 
and pictured the result upon their features, with bis j 
utmost skill, so as barely to fall short of that standard, 1 
which no genius ever reached, his own severe concep- ] 
tion. He had caught from the duskiness of the future- I 
— at least, so he fancied — a tearful secret, and bad ol>- 1 
aeurelj revealed it on the portraits. So much of himself I 
— of his imagiualioii and all other powers — had beea. 1 
lavished on the study of Walter and Elinor, that ho- ' 
almost regarded them as creations of his own, like the 
thousands with which he had peopled the realms of Pic- 
ture. Therefore did they flit through the twil^ht of the 
iroods, hover on Ihe mist of waterfalls, look forth from 
the mirror of (lie lake, nor melt awaj in the noontida 
sun. They hannted liis pictorial fancy, not us mockeries 
of life, nor pale goblins of tbe dead, but in the guise of 
portraits, each with the anslterable espreasion wliieh 
his magic had evoked from the caverns of the sonL 
He could not recross tbe Atlantic, till he had agun be- 
held the originals of those airy pictures. 

"O glorious Art!" thus mused the entbusiastio 
painler, as he trod tbe slreet. "Thou art the image 
of the Creator's own. The innumerable forms, tliat 
wander in nothingnpsH, start into being at thy beck. 
The dead live again. Thon recallest them to their old 
scenes, and givest their graj shadows the lustre of a 
better life, at once e-arthly and immortal. Tliou snatch- 

t back the fleeting moments of History. With tbe^ 
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Qiere is no Ftat; for, at tli; toucli, all (hat b great 1 
comes forever present; ajid illustrious mta tire thK 
long ages, in the visible pErfonuance of tiie very d 
which made them what they are. potent Art! 
tbou bringest tlie faintl; revealed Past to stand ia that ' 
narrow strip of sunlight, which we call Now, canst thou 
amnmott tlie shrouded Puture to meet her there? HaTD '^J 
I not achieved it ? Am I not tlij Prophet ? " 

Thus, with a proud, jet melanoholj fervor, did ba 
almost cry aloud, as be passed through the toilaoiM 
street, among people that knew not of his reveries, iiDf 
could understand nor care for theoi. It is not good for 
man to cherish a solitary ambition. Unless there be 
those around him, by wliose example lie may regolatft 
himself, his thoughts, desires, and hopes will beoomo 
ei.travagant, and he the semlilance, perhaps the reality, 
of a madman. Reading otlier bosoms, with an acutenesS 
idmost preternatural, the painter failed to see the dis' 
order of Lis own. 

" And thb should be the house," said he, looking up 
and down the front, before he knocked. " Heaven help 
my brains ! That picture ! Methinks it will never vaa- 
iflb. Whetliec I look at the windows or the door, there 
it is fmmed within them, painted strongly, and glowing 
in the richest tints — the faces of the portraits — tbe 
figures and action of the sketch!" 

He kuoeked. 

"The Portraits! Are they within P" inquired he, of 
the domestic ; then recollecting himself, — ■ " your master 
aud mistress! Are they at home?" 

"They are, sir," said the servant, adding, as he no- 
ticed that picturesque aspect of which the painter oauld 
never divest himself, " and the Portraits too ! " 

The guest was admitted info a pirior, communicating 
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by a central doot tritli an interior room of the same siz 
As tlie lirst apartment was empty, he passed to the en- 
trance of the second, within which his ejes were greeted 
by those hring peraonagta, as well as their pictured rep- 
resenl ativea, who had long been the ohjecf s of so singnlar ' 
an interest. He involmilarilj paused on the threshold. 

They had not pereelyed his approach. Walter and 
Elinor were standing before the portraits, whence the 
former had jnst flung back tlie rieli and Toluminona 
folds of the silken curtain, holding its golden tassel with 
one hand, while the other grasped that of hb bride. 
The pictnres, concealed for months, gleamed forth again 
in undiminished splendor, appearing to throw a sombre 
light across the room, rather than to be disclosed by a 
borrowed radiance. That of Elinor had been ahnost pro- 
phetic. A penaiseness, and nest a gentle sorrow, had 
Buccessively dwelt npon her countenance, deepening, with 
the lapse of time, ioto a quiet anguish. A misture of 
affright would now have made it the very expression of 
the portrait. Walter's face was moody and dull, or ani- 
mated only by fitful flashes, which left a heavier darkness 
for their momentary illumination. He looked from Eli- 
nor to her portrait, and tbence to his own, in the coa- 
fempktion of wtiich he finally stood absorbed. 

The painter seemed to hear the step of Destiny ap- i 
proaching behind him, on its progress towards its v" 
tims. A strange thought darted into his mind. Was 
not his own the fonn in which that destiny had embodied 
itself, and he a chief agent of the coming evil which ho 
had foreshadowed f 

Still, Walter remained silent before the picture, com- 
muning with it, 83 with his own heart, and abandoning 
himself to the spell of evil infiueuee, tiiat the painter 
had cast upon the features. Gradually his eyes kmdled; 
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while 85 Elinor watclied the increasing irilduess of IJKfl 
face, her own assumed a look of terror ; aud when at 
laal he turned upou her, the reaembkiice of both to tlieii 
portKuta was complete. 

" Our fate is npon us ! " howled Walter. " Die ! " 

Drawing a knife, he sustained her, as she was ainkiiig 
to the ground, and aimed it at her bosom. In the actitat, 
and in the look aud attitude of each, the painter 
tbe figures of his sketch. The picture, with all its b 
mendous coloring, was fliiished, 

" Hold, madman ! " cried he, stemlj. 

He had advanced from the door, and iiitcrpoaed b 
self between the wretched beings, with the same a 
of power to regulale their destiny, as to niter a s 
upon the canvas. He stood like a magician, controQij 
the phantoms which he had evoked. 

"Wliat!" muttered "Walter Ludlow, as he rckpqn 
from fierce excitement into silent gloom. " Does F^ 
impede its own decree?" 

"Wretched lady I" said the painter. "Did I n 
warn you P " 

" You did," replied Elinor, ealmly, as her terror g 
place to the quiet grief which it had disturbed, 
— I loved him ! " 

Is there nut a deep morai in the tale P Could £ 
result of one. or all our deeds, be shadowed forth s 
set before us, some would cfll it Fate, aud 
onward, others be swept along bj their passion* 
desires, and none be turned aside by the PsopBS'ni 

PiCTUBM. 
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A FANTASY. 



n be but partially acquainted even with, the 

J events which actu^y iufluenee our ooursa 
through life, and our final destiny. There are 
ii'aWe other eYeiita.^if bucIi they maybe called 
— which coma close upon U3, yet pasa away without ac- 
tual results, or even betraying their near approach, by 
the reflection of any light or shadow across our minds. 
Could we know aE the vicissitudes of our fortunes, life 
would be too full of hope and tear, exultation or disap. 
poiatraent, to afford us a single hour of true serenity. 
This idea may be illustrated by a page from the secret 
hiSory of David Swau. 

We have nothing to do with David until we find him, 
at tlie age of twenty, on the bigh road from bia native 
place to the city of Boston, where his uncle, a small 
dealer in the grocery line, w^ to take him behind the 
counter. Be it enough to say, that he was a native of 
New Hampshire, bom of respectable parents, aud b»d 
received an ordinary school education, with a classic fia- 
isli bj a year at Gllmaiiton Academy. After journeying 
on foot, from sunrise till nearly noon of a summer's day, 
bis wearmess and the increasing heat determined Mm to 
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■it down in the first coiivenieiit slimle, and await Iha 
coming up of the stage-coa-cb. As if planted oii purposo 
for him, (here soon appeared a little tuft of Diaples, with 
a delightful recess in the midst, aud sucii a fie&h bub- 
bling spring, that it seemed never to have sparkled 
for anj wajfarer but* David Swan. Virgin or not, he 
Idssed it with hit ttiirsfj lips, and then flung himself 
along the brink, piUowiiig lils head upon some shirts and 
a pair of pantaloons, tied up In a striped cotton haudker- 
cldef. The sunbeams could not reach him ; the dnat 
did not jet rise from the road, after the hearj rain 
of jestcrdaj ; and his grassj lair salted the joung 
man better than a bed of down. The spring murmured 
drowsily beside Hm; the branches waved dreamilj 
across tlio blue nkj overhead ; and a deep sleep, per- 
chance liiding dreams within its depths, fell upon David 
Bwan. But we are to relate events which he did not 
dream of. 

While he lay sound asleep in the slmde, other people 
were wide awHke, and passed to and fro, afoot, on horse- 
back, and in all sorts of vehicles, along the sunny ruad 
by his bedchamber. Some looked neither to the right 
hand nor the left, aud knew not that he was there ; some 
merely glanced that way, without admitting the alumSer- 
er among their busy thoughts ; some laughed to see how 
soundly he siept^ and several, whose hearts were brim- 
ming full of scorn, ejected their venomous suporfiu- 
ity on David Swan. &. middle-aged widow, when no- 
body else was near, thrust her head a little way into the 
recess, and vowed that the young fellow looked charm- 
ing in his sleep. A teiuperauec lecture, saw him, and 
wrought poor David into the testure of his evening's 
discourse, as an awful instance of dead drunkenness by 
the roadside. But, censure, praise, merriment. 
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and iodifTerence were all oae, or rather all nothing, to J 
Darid Swan. 

Ha had slept only a' few moments, when a brown a 
riiige, drawn bj a handsome pair of horses, bowled easilyJ 
along, and was brought to a atalid-ati!] nearly in front of " 
David's resting-place. A linchpin had fallen out, and per- 
mitted one of the wheels to slide alt The damage wa 
slight, and occasioned merely a momentary alarm to a 
elderly merchant and his wife, who were retnmiaig to "J 
Boston in the carriage. While the coachman and a s 
Tant were replacing the wheel, the lady and gentlen 
Bheltered themselves beneath the maph-trees, and thero i 
espied the bubbling fonutaia, and David Swan asleep 
beside it. Impressed with the awe wliicli the humblest 
sleeper usually sheds around bim, the merchant trod as 
lightly as the gout would allow; and bis sponse took 
good heed not to rustle her silk gown, lest David should 
start up, all of a. sudden. 

" How soundly be sleeps ! " whispered the old gentle- 
man. " Tcom what a depth he draws that easy breath ! 
Snch sleep as that, brought on without an opiale, would 
be worth more to me than half my income ; for it would 
suppose health, and an untroubled mind." 

"And youth, besides," saii the lady. "Healthy and 
quiet age does not sleep thus. Onr slumber is no mo: 
lite bis, than our wakefulness." 

The louger they looked the more did this elder 
couple feel interested in the unknown youth, to whom J 
the wayside and the maple shade were as a secret chan 
ber, with liie rich gioom of damask cnriains brooding 1 
over him. Perceiving that a stray sunbeam glimmered 
down upon his face, the lady contrived to twist a branch 
aside, so as to intercept it. And having done thia little 
RCt of kindness, she began to feel like a mother to him. 
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" Providence seems to have laid him here," 
she to bcr husband, " and to have brought us hit 
find him , after our disappointment in our cousin' 
Methinlia I can see a likeness to our departed £ 
Shall we wakeu him?" 

" To what purpose ? " said the merchant, 
"We inow nothbg of the jouth's character." 

"Tliat open countenance f " replied his wife, i 
same bushed voice, jet esmeatlj. "This tnnooeiit ., 

While these whispers were passing, the sleeper's heut 
did not throb, nor his breath become agitatai, nor liiii 
features betray the least token of interest. Yet Fortraw 
was bending over him, just ready to let fall a burden ot 
gold. The old merchant had lost his only son, and bad 
no heir to his weallL, except a distant relative, vnth 
whose conduct he was dissatisScd. In such cases, pm- 
pie sometimes do stranger things than to act the map- 
cian, and awaken a yoong man to splendor, who fell 
asleep in poverty. 

"Shall we not waken iiim?" repeated the lady, 
persuasivclj. 

" The coach is ready, sir." said the servant, behind. 

The old couple started, reddened, and hurried awsf, 
mutaally wondering that they should ever have dreamed 
of doing anything so very ridiculous. The merchant 
threw himseif back in (he carriage, and occupied liis 
mind with the plan of a magniliccnt asylum for unfortn- 
nate men of business. Meanwhile, David Swui enjoyed 
his nap. 

The carriage could not have gone above a mile or two, 
when a pretty young girl came along, with a tripping 
pace, which showed precisely how her little heart n 
dancing in her bosom. Perh^ it was this merry k' 
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of motion that CHosed — ia there any harm in BSjing it f 
— ber garter fo slip its knot. Conscioua that the silken 
girth — if silk it were — was rehiiiiug its hold, she 
turned aside into the shelter of the inaple-trees, and 
there found a young rtian asleep by Hie spriug ! Blush- 
ing, as red as any rose, that she should have intruded 
into a gentleman's bedchamber, and for such a purpose, 
too, sbe was about to make her escape on tiptoe. But 
there was peril near the sleeper. A monster of a bee | 
had been wandering overhead, — buzz, buzz, bnza, — 
now among the leaves, now flashing through the strips 
of sunshine, and now lost in the dark shade, til! finally 
he appeared to be settling on Uie eyelid of David Swan. 
The sting of a bee is sometimes dcadlj. As free-hearted 
93 she was iiiuoocut, the girl attaoked the iatnider with 
her handkerchief, brushed him soundly, and drove hirn 
frolti beneath the maple shade. How sweet a picture! 
Tliia good deed aocomplished, with quickened breath, 
and a deeper blush, she stole a glance at the youthful 
stranger for whom she had been battling with a dragon 
in the air. 

" He is handsome,! " thought she, and blushed redder 
yet. 

How could it be that no dream of bliss grew so strong 
within him, that, shattered by its very strength, it should 
part asunder, and allow him to perceive the girl among 
its phantoms F Why, at least, did no smQe of welcome 
brighten upon his iace ? She was come, the maid whose 
Boul, according to the old and beautiful idea, had been 
scTered from his own, and whom, in all his vague but 
passionate desires, he yearned to meet. Her, only, could 
he love with a perfect love, — him, only, could she re- 
oeive into the depths of her heart, — and now her image 
was faiutly blushing in the fountain, bj his side ; should 
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it pass away, its happy luatie would nerer gleam npon 
his life again. 

" How BOund be sleeps 1 " murmured the girl. 

She departed, but did not trip along the road bp 
Kghtlj Bs when she came. 

Now, this girl's fcither was a thriving country mer- 
chaTit in the neighborhood, and happened, at that iden- 
tical time, to be looking out for just such a young man 
aa David Swan. Had David formed a wayaide acquaint- 
ance with the daughter, be would have become the 
father's clerk, and all else in natural succession. So 
here, again, had good fortune — the best of fortunes^ 
stolen so near, that her garments brushed against him ; 
and he knew nothing of the matter. 

Tbc girl was hardly out of sight, when two men 
turned aside beneath the maple shade. Both had dark 
faces, set off bj cloth caps, which were drawn d%wn 
aslant over their brows. Their dresses were shabby, yet 
had a certain smartness. These were a couple of ras- 
cals, who got their living by whatever the Devil sent 
them, and now, in the interim of other business, had 
staked tlie joiut profits of their neit piece of villanj on 
a game of cards, wliich was to have been decided hem 
ttuder the trees. But, finding David asleep bj the 
Bpruig, one of tlie rogues whispered to his fellow, — 

"Hist! — Do you see that bundle nnder his headP" 

The other villain nodded, winked, and leered. 

" I 'H bet jou a horn of brandy," said the first, " that 
the chap has either a pocket-book, or a snug little hoard 
of small change, slowed away amongst his shirts. And 
if not there, we shall find it in his pautalooos -pocket," 

" But how if he wakes P " said the other. 

Hia companion thrust aside his waistcoat, pomted to 
the handle of a dirk, and nodded. 
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" 80 be it ! " muttered the secoud villain. 

They approached the ancoQscious David, imd, whilsa 
one poiat«d the dag'ger towards Ills heart, the other I 
began to search the bundle beuealb bia head. Their f 
two facea, grim, wrinkled, and ghastly with guilt a 
fear, bent over their victim, looking horrible enough to 1 
be mistaken for fiends, should he suddenly awake. Nay, f 
had ths Tillains glancrii aside into llie Spring, even they ^ 
would hardly have known tlmniselvea, as reftected there. I 
Bat David Swan bad never worn a more tranquil aapeot, J 
even when asleep on JiJa mother'a breast. 

" I must take away the bundle," whispered one. 

"If he stirs, I '11 strike," muttered the other. 

But, at this moment, a dog, scenting along the ground, J 
came in beneath the maple-trees, and gazed alternately | 
at each of these wicked men, and tben at the qiuet ■ 
sleeper. He tiien lapped out of the fountain. 

"Pshaw!" said one villab, "We can do nothii^ 1 
now. The dog's master must be close behind." 

" Let 's take a drink and be off," said the other. 

Tlie man with the dagger thrust back the weapon into^ J 
his bosom, and drew forth a pocket pistol, but not of that J 
kind which kills by a single discharge. It wap a flask of ■ 
liquor, with a block-tin tumbler acrewed upon the mouth, f 
£acb drank a comfortable <!ram,aud left the spot, wittl \ 
BO many jeats, aud such laughter at their nnaccomplished I 
wickedness, that tliey might he said to have gone on their ] 
way rejoicing. In a few hours, they had forgotten 
whole affair, nor once imagined that the recording angel 1 
had writteu down the crime of murder against their soula, 
in letters as durable as eternity. As for David Swan, he 
still slept quietly, neither conscious of the shadow of 
death when it hung over him, nor of the glow of renewed 
life, when that shadow w^ withdrawn. 
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He slept, hut no longer so quieflj as at first, 
hour's repose liad anatclied, from his elastic frame, tiM 
weariness nitli wiiicli many hours of toil bad burdened if 
Now he stirred, — now moved his lips, without a at 
— now talked, in an inward tone, to the noondaj apetb , 
tres of his dream. But a noise of wheels came ratting 
louder and londer along the road, until it dashed through 
the dispersbg mist of David's slumber, — and there WBB 
the stage-coaci]. He started up, with all hia ideas abo^ 

"Halloo, driver! — Take a passenger P " shouted he, 

" Room on top ! " answered the driver. 

Up mounted David, and bowled awaj merrily towards 
Boston, without so much as a parting glance at that 
fountain of dreamlike vicissitude. He knew not that* 
phantom of Wealth had tEirown a golden hue npoa ita 
waters, — nor that one of Love had sighed softly to thar 
mnrmur,^ — uorlhat one of Death Imd threatened to crim- 
Kin them with his blood, — all, in the brief hour since he 
lay down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, wc hear not the 
airy footsteps of the strange things that almost happNL 
Does it not aipie a superintending Providence, tha^ 
while viewless and une:xpectcd events thrust themselrot 
continually athwart our patii, there should still be lega' 
krity enough, in mortal life, to render foresight ereii pu- 
tlally available? 





BIGHTS FROM A STEEPLE. 

^^SHO ! I have climbed high, cmd my reward is small. 
IHS^ Here I stand, with wearied knees, earth, indeed, 
pi^^ l at a dim; depth below, but heaven far, fur be- 
yond mfl still. O that I could soar np into the very 
zenith, where man never breathed, nor eagle ever fiew, 
and where the ethereal azure melts awaj t'com the eye, 
and appears only a deepened shade of nothmgness ! And 
yet I shiver at that cold and sohtary thought. What 
clouds are gathering in the golden west, witli direful 
ttitent against the brightness and the warmth of thia 
summer afternoon ! They are ponderous air-ships, black 
BB death, and fireighted with the tempest ; and at intervab 
their thunder, the signal-guns of that unearthly squadroa, 
ToUs distant along tbe deep of heaven. These nearer • 
heaps of fleecy vapor — methiiiks I could roll and tosa 
upon them the whole day long !,— seem scattrfed here 
and there, for the repose of tired pilgrims through the 
sky. Perhaps — for who can tellF — beautiful spirits 
are disporting themselves there, and will bless luy mortal 
eye with the brief appearance of their curly looka of 
golden liglft, and laughing faces, fair and faint as the 
people of a rosy dream. Or, where tbe floating mass so 
imperfectly obstruots the culor of the firmament, a slen- 
der foot and fmry limb, resting too heavily upon tht ii«ii . 
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support, may be tlinist througli, and auddenlj witbdrawn, 
while longlug fancj foEowa tLem in vain. Konder again, 
is an airj arobipelago, where the siuibeama lose to linger 
in their jonniejinga through space, Everj one of those 
little clouds has been dipped and steeped in radiance, 
vMcb the slightest pressure might disengage in silvery 
profusion, like water wrung from a sea-maid's hair. 
Bright they are as a young man's visions, and, like them, 
would be realized in chlilness, obscurity, and tears. I 
will look on them no more. 

In three parts of the visible circle, whose centre ia 
this spire, I discern cultivated fields, villages, white 
country-seats, the waving lines of rivdets, little plaoid 
lakes, and here and there a rising groond, that would 
fain be termed a hill. On tbe fourth side is the sea, 
atratching away towards a viewless bouodary, blue and 
calm, except where the passing anger of a shudcw flita 
across its surface, and is gone. Hitberward, a broad 
inlet penetrates far into the land ; on the verge of the 
harbor, formed by its extremity, is a town; and over it 
am I, a watchman, all-heeding and unheeded. O that 
tbe multitude of chimneys could speak, like those of 
Madrid, and betray, in smoky whispers, the secrets of 
all who, since their first foundation, have asi^embled at 
tbe hearths witbb ! that the Limpiog Devil of La 
Sage would perch beside me here, estend his wand over 
this contiguity of roofs, uncover every clmmber, and make 
me familiar with their inhabitants ! The most desirable 
mode of existence might be that of a spirituLilized Paul 
Pry hovering invisible round man and woman, witnessing 
their deeds, searching into their hearts, borrowing brigbt- 
aess from tiieir felicity, and shade from their sorrow, and 
retaining no emotion peculiar to himself. But none of 
these things are possible ; and if I would know the into- 
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rior of brick walls, or the myaterj of human bosoms, I 
can bat gaess. 

Yonder is a fair Btreet, extend iiig north and south. The 
stately mansions are plaeed each on its carpet of Terdant 
grass, nnd n long flight, of steps descends from ererj door 
to the pavement. Ornamental trees — the broad-leafed 
horse-ohesnnt, the elm so lofty and bending, the gracefol 
bat infrequent willow, and others whereof I know not 
the names — grow thrivingly among brick and stone. The 
obhqae rays of the snn are iateroepted by these green 
citizens, and by the houses, so that one side of the street 
is a shaded and pleasant walk. On its whole extent there 
is uow but a smgle passenger, advancing from the up- 
per end; and he, unless distance and tbe medium of a 
pocket spyglass do bim more than justice, is a fine young 
man of twenty. He saunters slowly forward, slapping 
his left hand with his folded gloves, bending bis eyes 
npon the pavement, and sometimes raising them to throw 
H glance before bim. Certainly, he has a pensive air. 
Is he in doubt, or in debt P Is he, if the question be 
allowable, in love ? Does he strive to lie melancholy 
and gentlemanlike? Or, is he merely overcome by the 
heat P But I bid him farewell, for the present. The 
door of one of the houses — an aristocratic edifice, with 
cnrtains of purple and gold waving from tbe windows ^ — is 
now opened, and down the steps come twq ladies, swing- 
ing their parasols, and lightly arrayed for a summer ram- 
ble. Both are young, both are pretty ; but methinks the 
left-hand lass is tbe fairer of the twain; and, though she 
be 30 serious at this moment, I could swear that there is 
a treasure of gentle fun within her. They stand talking 
a little while npon the steps, and finally proceed up the 
street. Meantime, as their faces are now turned from 
me, I may look elsewhere. 
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He that hang riTer the hold, accoiRpanjing their 
■ cries, long drawn and rDagbt; mdodiDBs, til 
I tte balea and puncheons ascend to apper air. At a Ettb 
k dBtaiKK, a groap of gmtlemen are assembled iDiud the 
^ dmr o! a waiehoose. Give seniors be ihej. and I wooU 
- if it were safe, in theae times, to be re^MasUn 
J taraaj one — that the least iTwinfjil among ihem»^ 
f vie whh old Yieentio, that rneonipanUe tnfficfcer tf 
Km. I can eren seleet the wealthiest of the c unipaay. 
V II is the elderl; personage, in somewfaat rnstr black, wiA ' 
, powdered hair, the soperfloons whiteness of wluch is tu- 
L ftle upon the cape of his coot. His twenlj ships an 
I wafled oa some of their many eoarses hj every hteeae 
1 tbat blows, aLd lus name — I will yenlare to saj.thongfc 
[ I know it not — is a lamiliar soond among the ^r-sc^K'- 
I nted merchants of Eorope and the Indies. 

'ill bestow too much of mj attention in this qnarter. 
[ On looking agun to the long and shady walk, I percdn 
" it the two fair girls have encDnntered the yoong man. 
['After a aort of shyness in the recognition, he tarn 
Moreorer, he has sanctioned my t 
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regard to his eompimions lij placing liimself on the inner 
aide of the pavement, nearest the Venns tfl whom I — 
enacting, oa a steeple-top, the part of Paris ou the top of 
Ida — ttdjiidged the golden apple. 

In two streets, converging at right angles towards my 
watebtoirer, I diatinguiah three different processions. 
One is a proud array of voluntary soldiers, in bright uni- 
form, resembling, from the height whence I look down, 
the painted veterans that garrison the windows of o toy- 
shop. And yet, it stirs my heart ; their regular advance, 
their nodding plumea, the snuflash on tbeir bayonets and 
muaket-harrela, the roll of their drums aaceoding past me, 
and the fife ever and anon piercing through, — these 
things have wakened a warlike &te, peaceful though I 
he. Close to their rear marches a battalion of school- 
boys, ranged in crooked and irregular platoons, shoulder- 
ing slicks, thamping a harsh and unripe clatter from an 
instrument of tin, and ridiculously aping the intricate 
^ niancEuvres of the foremost hand. Nevertheless, as 
slight differences are scarcely perceptible from a church- 
spire, one miglit he tempted to ask, "Which are (lie 
boys P " or, rather, " Which the men ? " But, leaving 
these, let us turn Iji the third procession, which, though, 
sadder in outn-ard show, may escite identical reflections 
in the thoughtful mind. It is a funeral. A hearse, 
drawn by a black and bony sljied, and covfcred by a dusty 
pall ; two or three coaches rumbliog over the stones, Ihcir 
dcivers half asleep ; a dozen couple of careless mourners 
in their evety-day attire ; such was not the fashion of our 
fathers, when they carried a friend to his grave. There is 
now no doleful clang of the bell to proclaim sorrow to the 
town. Was the King of Terrors more awful in those daya 
than in our own, that wisdom ajid philosophy have been 
able to produce this change P Not so. Here is a proof 
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that he retains ids proper majesty. The militarj 
and the military boys, are wheeling round the comer, and 
meet the funeral full in the face. Immediately tlie drum 
is silent, all bat tbe tap that regulates each simultaneoua 
footfall. The soldiers yield tlic path to the dusty bearse 
and oapretending train, aud the children quit their ranks, 
and cluster un the sidewalks, with timorous and instino- 
tive curioaity. The mourners enter the churchyard a.% 
the base of tbe steepb, and pause by an open grave 
among the burial-stones ; the lightning glimmers on ihem 
IS they lower down the coffin, and Ibe thunder rattles 
heavily while they throw tbe earth upon its lid. Verily, 
the shower is near, and I tremble for tbe young man and 
the girls, who bafe now disappeared from tbe long and 
shady street. 

How various are the situations of the people covered 
by the roofs beneath me, and how diversified are tha 
events at this moment befalling Ihem ! The uew-bom, 
the aged, the dying, the strozig iu life, and tbe recent 
dead are in the chambers of these many mansions. The 
full of hope, the happy, the miserable, and tho desperate 
dwell together within tbe circle of my glance. In some 
of the houses over which my eyes roam so coldly, guilt 
is entering into hearts that are still tenanted by a debased 
and trodden virtue, — guilt is on the very edge of com- 
mission, and the impending deed might he averted ; gaiH 
is done, and the criminal wonders if it be irrevocable. 
There are broad thoughts struggling in my mind, and, 
were I able to give them dbtinctness, they would «iaEe 
their way in eloquence. Lol the raindrops are descending, 

Tbe clouds, within a little time, have gathered over all 

the sky, hanging heavily, as if about to drop in one un- 

hroken mass upon the earfb. At intervals, the lightning 

8 from their brooding hearts, quivers, disarp! 
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and then cornea tlie iliuader, tntfellmg slowly ufter its 
twin-boTD fiiune. A strong wind has spritng up, lion-Ia 
through the ductened streets, and mises llie dust in 
dense bodies, to rebel oguiust tlie approacliing storm. 
Tbe disbanded soldiers ftj, the funeral has already van- 
isbed like its dead, and all people hurrj homeward, — 
all that have a home ; while a £ew lounge bj the corners, 
or ttndga on desperately, at their leisure. In a narrow 
lane, which communicates with the shady street, I dis- 
cern tbe rich old merchant, putting himself to the top of 
his speed, lest the raiu should convert his hair-powder 
to a paste. Unhappy gentleman! By the slow vehe- 
mence, and painful moderation wherewith he jouraeja, 
it is but too evident that Podagra has left its thrilling 
tenderness in his great toe. But yonder, at a fer more 
rapid pace, come three other of mj acquaintance, the 
two pretty girls and the young man, unseasonably inter- 
rupted in their walk. Their footsteps are supported hy 
tlie risen dust, — the wind lends them its velocity, — 
they fly like three sea-birds driven landward by the 
tempestuous breeae. The btdles would not thus rival 
Atalanta if they but knew that any one were at leisure 
to observe them. Ah ! as they hasten onward, laughing 
in the angry face of nature, a sudden catastrophe has 
chanced. At the comer where the narrow lane enters 
into the street, they come plump against the old mer- 
chant, whose tortoise motion has just brought him to 
that point. He likes not the sweet encounter; the dark- 
ness of the whole air gathers speedily upon his visage, 
and there b a pause on both sides. Tinidly, he thrusts 
aside the youth with httle courtesy, seizes an arm oE 
each of the two girls, and ploda onward, like a magician 
Willi a prize of captive fairies. All this is easy to be 
understood. How discousokte the- poor lover sUuds I 
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wari ^Hceof nolk boaiabri^ ctc ami t 
with wlBleTa- ooMfan it ooaicjs. 

Bov tke stam kto toaie iti fmy. 
|KiLciie the bees of die c~ 
dim,tlie wmdowt, cxdndi^ tk iapetncMs il 
tf ipHtigg >*>7 faan the qnki B'T I^br. TI 
drop* deaooid «itk Ibrce apoa tLe dided n 
nie ■guK in SBtAe. There b » mfa ^hI rar 
ihfT tlmaa^ llie lor, and Bodd; stieaai babU 
tiallj aloBg Ac imi mu iil. wliiii tteir dno^ lb 



did Atttlmsa wiIl I lore not ra^ 
the midat of the ttunnh whidi Is 
or qncB, with the bine ligtitnmg w rintln^ tn H^ li 
and the ibonder mntteci^ ita fint awlid sfflibin ii 
ear. I win deaceud. Tet let me gixe ■■witliw ^ 
the sea, vbere tbe foam breaks out in kaig «bi 
upon a broad expanse of blackaess, or boils up ii 
dialant points, like soov; mooutain-tops iu the e<' " 
a flood ; and let me look cnce more at the gnen p 
and Utile bilb of the conntrr, over which the g" 
■tonn is striding in robes of mist, and ai the town, w 
obscured and desolate streets nii^t beseem a city ol 
dead; and tnruing a single moment to the sk;, 1 
gloomj as an author's prospects, I prepare to n 
station on lower earth. But staj ! A little e 
azure baa widened in the western heavens; 
beams find a passage, and go tejuicing through the U 
pest; and on yonder darkest cloud, bom, tike bailor 
hopes, of the glorj of another world, and the tronblsai 
teara of this, brightens fortii the Rainbow ! 



THE HOLLOW OF THE THREE HHiLS, 



JN those strange oid times, when fftatostic dreams 
and madmen's reveries were reaJized ajaeng the 
actual circumstaacea of lil'e, two persons met 
together at an. appointed hour and place. One .was a ladj, 
gracefal in fomi and Fair of feature, tbough pale and 
tronbled, and smitten with an untimely blight in what 
should haye been the fuUeat bloom of her years ; the 
other was an ancient and meanly dressed woman, of ill- 
favored aspect, aud so withered, shrnnJieu, and decrepit, 
that even the space since she began to decay must have 
eiceeded the ordinary term of human existence. In the 
spot where tbey encountered, no mortal could observe 
them. Three little hills stood near each other, and down 
in the niidst of them snnk a follow basin, almost matbe- 
matically circular, two or three hundred feet in breadth, 
and of such depth that a stately cedar might but just 
be visible above the sides. Dwarf pines were numerous 
upon the bills, and partly fringed the outer verge of the 
intermediate hollow ; within which there was nothing but 
the brown grass of October, and here and there a tree- 
trunk, that had fallen long ago, and lay mouldering with 
no green successor I'rom its roots. One of these maases 
of decaying wood, formerly a mBJestio oak, rested close 
beside a pool of green and slug^h water at the bottom 
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of the baaia. Such sceneis as this (so graj tradiHon 
wereoncetbe resort of the Power of Evil and h' 
subjecU; and here, at midnight or ou the dim verge of 
eveniug, thej were said to stand round the mmitling pool, 
disturbing its putrid waters in tbe performance of an im- 
pious baptismal rite. The chill beaut; of aa autumnal 
sunset was now gilding tLe three hill-topa, whence s paler 
tint stole down their sides into the hollow. 

" Here is our pleasant mettiug come to pass," said the 
aged crone, " according as thou bast desired. Say quickly 
what thou wouldat have of me, for there h but a short 
hour that we may tarty here," 

As the old withered woman spoke, a smile glimmered 
on her countenance, like lamplight on the wall of a sepul- 
chre. The kdy trembled, and cast her ejes upward to 
the verge of the basin, as if meditating to return with her 
purpose unaccomplished. But it was not so ordained. 

" I am a stranger in this land, as you know," said she, 
at length. " Whence I come it matters not ; but I have 
left those behind me with whom my fate was intimately 
bonnd, and from whom I am cut off forever. There is a 
weight in my bosotn that I cannot away with, and I bave 
ootne hither lo inquire of their welfare." 

" And who is lliere hj this green pool, that can bring 
tiiee news from the ends of the earth ? " cried the old 
woman, peering into the lady's face. " Not from my lips 
mayst thou hear these tidings ; yet, be thou bold, and the 
daylight shall not pass avay from yondei hill-top^ before 
thy wish be granted." 

" I will do your bidding though I die," rephed the lady, 
desperately. 

The old woman seated herself on the trunk of the fallen 
tree, threw aside the hood that shrouded bet gray locks, 
and beckoned her companion to draw near. 
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" Kneel down," she said, "and laj jour fui'ulieud on j 
my knees." 

Slie hesitated a moment, bat the anxiety that Lad loi^ ] 
T»en fcindling burned flercelj up wHIiin her. j' 
inelt down, the border of her garment was dipped into J 
the pool ; she laid !ier forehead on the old woman's kuee% 1 
and the latter drew a cloak about the ladj's Tace, bo that 1 
she was in darkness. Then she heard the muttered words f 
of prajer, in the midst of wlilch she started, and would j 

" Let me flee, — let me flee and hide mjself, that they l 
may aot look upon ine ! " she cried. But, with returning 
recollection, she hushed herself, and was still as death. 

For it seemed as if other voices — familiar in infancy, 
and nuforgotten through many wanderings, and in all the 
Tioissitudes of her heart and fortune — ^were m' 
with the accents of the prayer. At first the wore 
faint and indistinct, not rendered so bj distance, ba( 1 
rather resembling the dim pages of a book which v 
strive to read by an imperfect and gradually brighteuing j 
light. In such a manner, a» the prayer proceeded, did 
those voices strengthen upon the eari till at length the 
petition ended, and the conversation of an aged man, and 
of a woman broken and decayed like himself, heoamo ' 
distinctly audible to the lady as she knelt, Bnt those 
strangers appeared not to stMd in the hollow depth be- 
tween the three hills. Their voices were encompassed 
and re-echoed by the walla of a chamber, the windows of 
which were rattling in the breeze; the regular vibration , 
of a clock, the crackling of a fire, and the tinkling of the 
embers as they fell among the ashes, rendered the scene 
almost as vivid as if painted to the eye. By a nielaucholj 
hearth sat these two old people, the man calnUy despond- 
ent, the woman querulous and tearful, and their woida 
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wereall of sorrow. They spoke of a daughter, a wanderat , 
they luiew not wbere, beariii^dishonor along with her, an4 
leaving shaiiie and affliction to bring their gray heads to 
the grave. Thej alluded also to other and more recent 
woe, but in the midst of their talk, their voices seemed 
to melt into the sonnd of the wind sweeping monmfnllj 
among tlie autumn leaves ; and wheu tlie lady liflied her 
eyes, there waa she kneeling in the hollow betweeu three 
hills. 

" A weary and loneaorae time yonder old couple have ' 
of it," remarked tbe old woman, smiling in the lady's face. 

" And did you also hear them ? " exclaimed she, a sense 
of intolerable humiliation triuinphlQg over her agony and 

"Yea; and wo hare jet more to hear," replied the old 
woman. " Wherefore, cover thy face quickly," 

Again the withered hag ponred forth the monotonoiw 
words of a prayer that was not meant to be acceptable in. 
Heaven; and soon, in the pauses of her breath, strange 
mumiuriugs began to thicken, gradu^y increasing so as 
to drown and overpower the charm by which they grew. 
Shrieks pierced thioagh the obscurity of sound, and were 
aacceeded by the singing of sweet female voices, which in 
their turn gave way to a Wild roar of laughter, broken 
suddenly by groanings and sobs, forming altogether a 
ghastly confusion of terror and mourning and mirth. 
Chains were ratthng, 6erce and stem voices uttered 
threats, and the aconrge resounded at their command. 
All these noises deepened and became substantial to the 
listener's ear, till she could distinguish every soft and 
dreamy accent of the love-aongs, that died causelessly 
Into funeral hymns. She shuddered at the unprovoked 
wrath which blazed up like the spontaneous kindling of 
flume, and she grew faint at the fearful merriment, I'aging 
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nuBerably around her. In tlie midal of tliia wild sL^ene, 
where unbound paaaiona jostled each other in a dfaokBa 
career, there waa one aolemu voice of a man, snd u aianlj 
and melodious voice it might once have been. He weut 
to and fro coatinuaEj, and Lis feet sounded upon the 
floor. In each member of that frensied company, wbose 
own burning thoughts had become their exclusive world, 
he sought an auditor for the st«rj of his iudividual wrong, 
and interpreted their laughter and tears as his reward of 
BOora or pitj. He spoke of -woman's porGdj, of a wife 
who had broken her holiest yovb, of a home and heart 
made desolate. Even as he went on, the shout, the laugh, 
the shriek, the sob, rose up in unison, till they changed 
into the hollow, fitful, and uneven sound of the wind, as 
it fought among the pine-trees on those three lonely hills. 
The lady looked up, and there was the withered woDiui 
gmiliog in her face. 

"Couldst thou have thought there were such merry 
times in a madhonse P " inquired the latter. 

"True, true," said the hidy to heraeK; "there is mirth 
within its walls, but miaery, miserj without." 

"Wouldat thou hear more?" demanded the old wo- 

" There is one other voice I would &ud listen to 
■gain," replied the iadj, faintly. 

"Then, lay down thy head speedily upon my knees, 
that tliou raayat get thee hence before the hour be past." 

The golden skirts of day were yet lingering upon the 
hills, but deep shades obscured the hollow and the pool, 
as if sombre night were rising thence to overspread the 
world. Again that evU woman begun to weave her spell. 
Long did it proceed unanswered, till the knolling of a 
bell stole in among the intervals of her words, like a ' 
olang that had travdlcd fitr over valley aiui rising 



ground, and was just ready to die in the i 
ladj shook upon her conipauion's kneeB, as , she lieard 
that budiag sound. Strouger it grew and sadder, and 
deepuned into the tone of a death-bell, knolling dolefully 
&om some ivy-mautlcd tower, ajid bearing tldiugs of 
mortality and woe to the cottage, to the hall, and to 
the solitary wayfarer, that all might weep for the doom 
appointed in turn to them. Then came a measured 
tread, passing slowly, slowly on, as of moumera with a 
coffin, their garments trailing on the ground, so that the 
ear could meaanre the length of their melancholy array. 
Before them went the priest, reading the burial-service, 
while tbc leaves of his book were rustling in the breeze. 
And though no voice hut his was heard to speak aloud, 
still there were reyilings and anathemas, whispered but 
distinct, from women and from men, breathed againat 
the daughter who had wrung the aged hearts of her 
parents, — the wife who had betrayed the trusting fond- 
ness of her husband, — the mother who had sinned against 
natural affection, and left her child to die. The sweepbg 
sound of the funeral train faded away like a thin vapor, 
and the wind, that just before bod seemed to shake the 
coffin pall, moaned sadly round the verge of the Hollow 
between three Hills. But when the old woman stirred 
Hie kneeling lady, she li^d not her head. 

"Here haa been a sweet hour's sport I " said the with- 
ered crone, chuckling to herself. 



THE TOLL-GATHERER'S DAY. 

A SKETCH OF TRAJJSITOEY LIFE. 



yL*jiH|ETTIlNK8, for a persnn whose inatinot bids him 
u|^gfl| ratlier to pore over tLe current of life, than to 
S^^^ pluDgc into its tumultuous wavea, no undesir- 
able retreat were a toll-house beside surne thronged thor- 
oughfare of the laud. In youth, perimps, it is good foi 
the observer to run about the earth, — to leave the traok 
of his footateps far and wide, ^ to mingle bimaelf with 
the action of numberless vicissitudes, — and, finollj, in 
some calm solitude, to feed a musing spirit on all that 
he has seen and felt. But there are natures too indolent, 
or too sensitive, to eudiire the dust, the sunshine, or the 
rain, the turmoQ of moral and physical elements, to which 
all the wayfarers of the world expose themselves. Por 
such a man, how pleasant a miracle, could life be made 
to roll ita variegated length by the threshold of b's own 
hermitage, and the great globe, as it were, perform ita 
revolutions and shift its thousand scenes before his eyes 
without wiiirling him onward in its course. If any mor- 
tal be favored with a lot analogous to this, it is the 
toll-gatberer. So, at least, Imve I often fancied, whilo 
lounging on a bench at the door of a small square ediSoe, 
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whicb stuida between share aud ahore in tlie midst d 
a long bridge. Beaeatli tlie timbers ebbs and flows i 
ann of the sea ; while above, like the life-blood thio 
a great artery, the trarel of the north and east ii 
tiniiftlly throbbing. Sitting on the aforesaid bench, J 
amuse mjself mth a conception, illnstratfid hy numa 
penoil-stetchea in the air, of.thB toll -gatherer's day. "■ 
In the moroing — dim, graj, dewy summer's mor 
the distant roll of ponderous wheels begins to mingle 
with mj old friend's slumbers, creating mora and more 
harshly through the midst of his dream, and gradually 
wplacing it with realities. Hardly conscious of the 
change from sleep t« wakefnlness, he finds himself 
partly clad and throwing wide the toll-gates for the 
passage of a fragrant load of bay. The timbers groan 
beneath the slow.reyolying wheels ; one sturdy yeoman 
stalks beside the oxen, aud, peering from the summit of 
the hay, by the gbmmer of the half-eittingnished lantern 
over the toll-bouse, is seen the drowsy visage of his com 
rade, who has enjoyed a nap some ten miles long. The 
toll is paid, — creak, creak, again go the wheels, and the 
huge haymow vanishes into the morning mist. As jet, 
nature is but half awake, and familiar objects appear 
visionary. But yonder, dashing from the shore with a 
rattling thunder of the wheels and a confused clatter of 
hoofs, comes the never-tiring mail, which has hurried 
onward at the same headlong, restless rate, all through 
the quiet night. The bridge resounds in one continued 
peal as the coach rolls on without a pause, merely afford- 
ing Ihe tol!-gatherer a glimpse at the sleepy passengers, 
who now bestir their torpid limbs, and snuff a cordial 
in the briny air. The mom breathes upon them and 
blushes, and they forget how wearily the darkness toiled 
»wa^. And behold now the fervid day, in his bright 
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chariot, glittering aslant ovEr the wares, nor acoroing 
to throw a tribute of hta goldeu beams on tlie tuU-gatb- 
erer*a little hermit^. The old man loots eastward, 
and (for he is n moralizer) frames a simile of tha stage- 
coach and the sun. 

WhiJe the world is rousing itself, we may glance 
stigUtly at the scene of our sketch. It aits above the 
bosom of the broad flood, a spot not of earth, but ia 
the midst of waters, which mah with a murmuring sound 
among the massive beama beneath. Over the door is a 
weather-beaten board, inscribed with the rates of toll, 
iu lettera so nearly effaced that the gilding of the aun- 
sliine can hardly make them legible. Beneath tlie win. 
dow is a wooden bench, on which a long succession of 
wearf wajferera have reposed themselvea. Peepbg with- 
in doors, we perceive the whitewashed walls bedecked 
with sundry lithographic priuta and advertisementa of 
Tarious import, and the immense aliowbiU of a wander- 
ing caravan. And there sits onr good old toll-gatherer, 
glorified by the early sunbeams. He is a man, as his 
asj}Bct may announce, of quiet soul, and thoughtful, 
shrewd, yet simple mind, who, of the wisdom which 
the paaaing world scatters along the wayside, has gath- 
ered a reasonable store. 

Now the sun smilea upon the landscape, and earth 
smiles baek again upon the sky. Frequent, now,.are the 
travellers. The toll-gatherer's practised ear can diatin- 
gniah the weight of every vehicle, the number of its 
wheels, and how many horses beat the resounding tim- 
bora with their iron tramp. Here, in a substantial fam- 
ily chaise, setting forth betimes to take advantage of the 
dewy road, come a gentleman and his wife, with their 
rosy-cheeked little girl sitting gladsomelj between them. 
The bottom of the chaise b Leaped with multifariooa 
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with dual; their wliiakers and iiair look hoary; tJieor 
throats are choked with the duatj atmosphere whioh 
they have left belmid them. No air is stirring on the 
road. Nature dares draw no hreath, lest she should in- 
hale a stifling cloud of dust. " A hot and dusty day ! " 
cry the poor pilgrims, as they wipe their ifccgrimed fore- 
heads, and woo the doubtful breeze which the riTer bears 
along with it. "Awful hot! Dreadful dusty!" an- 
swers the sympathetic toll-gatherer. They start again, 
to pass throug^i the fiery furnace, while he ra-entera his 
cool hermitage, and besprinkles it with a pail of briny 
water from the stream beneath. He thinks within him- 
self, that the snn is not so fierce here as elsewhere, and 
that the gentle air does not foi^et him in these sultry 
days. Tes, old friend ; and a quiet heart will make a 
dog-day temperate. He hears a weary footstep, and per- 
ceives a traveller with pack and staff, who sits down 
upon the hospitable bench, and removes the hat from hia 
■wet brow. The toll-gatherer administers a cup of cold 
water, and discoyering his guest to be a man of homely 
sense, he engages hira in profitable talk, uttering the 
maxims of a philosophy which he has found in his own 
soul, but knows not how it came there. And as the 
wayfarer makes ready to resume his journey, he tells him 
a BOTereign remedy for blistered feet. 

Now comes the noontide hour, — of all the hours 
nearest akin to midnight ; for each has its own calmness 
and repose. Soon, howcTer, the world begins to turn 
again upon its a:(b, and it seems the busiest epoch of the 
day ; when an accident impedes the march of sublunary 
things. The draw being lifted to permit the passage ot 
a schooner, laden with wood from the Eastern forests, 
■ she sticks immovably, right athwart the bridge ! Mean- 
wAi/e, on both aides of tlie chasm, a throng of impatient 
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traTellers fret and fume. Here are two sailors ir 
■with tlie top thrown back, both puffing cigars, &nd 
swearing all sorts of forecastle oaths; (Jiere, iu a 
smart cbaiae, a dashingly dressed gentlemuu B.aA ladj, 
he from a tailor's shop-board, and she from a milliner'a 
back room, — the aristoerata of a summer uftemoou. 
And what are the haughtiest of us, but the ephemeral 
aristocrats of a summer's dayF Here is a tia-pedler, 
whoae glittering ware bedazzles al! beholders, like a 
travellijig meteor, or oppositiou sua ; auJ on the other 
side a seller of spruce-beer, wbioh brisk liquor is coufmed 
in several dozen of stone bottles. Here comes a party 
of ladies on horseback, in green riding-habits, and gen- 
tlemen attendant; and there a flock of sheep for Ibe 
market, pattering over the bridge with a multitudinous 
olatter of their little hoofs. Rex's a Fceiichman, with a 
hand-organ on his shoulder; and there an itineiout 
Swiss jeweller. On this side, heralded by a blast of 
clarions and bugles, appears a train of wngons, convey- 
ing all the wdd beuats of a caravan; and on that, a com- 
pany of summer soldiers, marching from village to village 
on a festival campaign, attended by the " brass bond." 
Now look at the scene, and it presents an emblem of the 
mysterious confusion, the apparently iusolvable riddle, in 
■which individuals, or the great world itself, seem often 
to be uivolved. What miracle shall set all things right 

But see ! the schooner has thrust her bulky card 
through the chasm; the draw descends; horse and fo^ 
pass onward, and leave the bridge vacant from e 
end. "Aud thus," muses the toll-gatherer, "havel 
found it with all stoppages, even though the i 
Kerned to be at a stand." The sage old a 

~ I westward now, the reddening aim U 
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THE VISION OF THE FOUNTAIN. . 

|^^iB|T fifteen, I became a resident in a countrj ?il- 
^1^1^ lage, more tbau a hundred niilea from Lame. 
I^^llyl The morniag after mj arrival — a September 
momuig, but warm aud briglit as anj in JuJj — I ram- 
bled into a wood of oaka, witti a few wahiat-trees inter- 
mixed, forinmg the closest shade above my head. The 
ground waa rocky, uneven, overgrown with hushes and 
clurapa of joung saplings, and traversed only by oattle- 
patlis. The track, which I ohanoed to follow, led me to 
a crystal spring, with a horder of grass, as freshly green 
as on May morning, and overshadowed by the limb of 
a great oak. One solitary sunbeam found ita way down, 
and played Uke a goldfish in the water. 

From my childhood, I have loved to gaze into 
spring. The water filled a circular basiu, small bntJ 
deep, and set round with stones, some of which 
covered witli slimy moss, the others naked, and of 
variegated hue, rrfdiah, wliite, and brown. The bot- 
tom was covered with coarse sand, which sparkled 
the lonely sanbeam, and seemed to illuminate the spring 
with an niiborrowed light!. In one spot, the gush of 
the wafer violently agitated the aand, but without ot 
acnring the fountain, or breaking the glassiuess of i1 
Burface. It appeared as if some livmg creature were 
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about to emei^ — the Naiad of the spriug, perlapa — 
in the shipe of a beautiful young woman, with a gown 
of filmy water-moss, a belt of rainbow-drops, and a cold. 
Dure, passionless countenance. How would the beholder 
shiver, pleaaautly, yet fearfully, to see her sitting on one 
of the stones, paddling her widte feet in the ripples, and 
throwing up water, to sparkle in the sun ! Wherever 
she laid her hands on grass and flowers, they would 
immediately be moiat, as with tnormng dew. Then 
would she set about her labors, like a careful housewife, 
to clear the fountaia of withered leaves, and bits of 
slimy wood, and old acorns from the oaks aboiie, and 
graius of com left bj cattle in drinking, till the bright 
sand, in the bright water, were like a treasury of dia- 
monds. But, should the intruder approach too near, 
he would find oiJy the drops of a summer shower glis- 
tening about the spot where he had seen her. 

Reclining on the border of grass, where the dewy 
goddess should have been, I bent forward, and a pair 
of eyes met mine within the watery mirror. They were 
the reflection of my own. I looked again, and lo ! 
another face, deeper In the fountain than my own 
image, more distinct in all the features, yet &uit as 
thought. The vision had the aspect of n fair young 
girl, with locks of paly gold. A. mirthful expression 
laughed in the eyes and dimpled over the whole shad; 
owy countenance, till it seemed just what a fountain 
would be, if, while dancing merrily into the sunshine, 
it shonld assume the shape of woinan. Tlirongli the 
dim rosiuess of the cliecks, I could ace the brown 
bares, the slimy twigs, the acorns, and the sparkling 
sand. The solitary sunbeam was diffused among tlie 
^Iden hair, which melted into its faint brightness, aod 
glory round tbat teal 50 \ieaM)ii\i'. 
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M; descriptioQ can give no idea boir suddenl; (he 
foQutain was tlius tenanted, and hov soon it w&s left 
desolate. I breathed ; and there was the face ! I held 
mj bteath ; and it was gone ! Had it passed awav, 
or &ded into nothing ? I doubted whether it had ever 

Mj sweet readers, what a dreamy and delicious hour 
did I spend, where that rision found and left me ! For 
a loug time I sat perfecllj still, waiting till it should re- 
appear, and fearful liiRt the slightest motion, or even the 
flutter of mj breath, might frighten it away. Thus have 
I often started from 'a pleasant dream, and (ben Itept 
quiet, in hopes to wile it back. Deep were my mus- 
ings, as to the race and aflrlbutes of that ethereal be- 
ing. Had I created her ? Was she the daughter of my | 
&ncy, akin to those strange shapes which peep under the 
lids of children's eyes? And did her beauty gladden 
me, for that one moment, and tiien die ? Or was she 
a water-nymph within the fountain, or fairy, or wood- 
land goddess peeping over my shoulder, or the ghost 
of some forsaken maid, who bad drowned herself for 
love ? Or, in good truth, had a lovely girl, with a | 
warm heart, and lips that would bear pressure, stolen 
softly behbd me, and thrown her image into the I 
spring ? 

I watched and waited, hut no vision came again, 
departed, but with a spell upon me, which drew i 
back, that same afternoon, to the haunted spring. The 
was the water gushing, the sand sparkUng, and the s 
beam glimmering. There the vision was not, but only ft 
great frog, the hermit of that aohtude, who immediately^ 
withdrew hia speckled snout and made himself inTisibVj 
all except a pair of long legs, beuealh a stonaii 
&oQght he had a devilish look ! I could have ^ 
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as an enchanter, who kept the mysterious beauty imj 
oned in the tountain. 

Sad and bcavj, I was returning to the village, 
tween ine and the chiircli-Hpire rose a little hill, s 
its summit a group of trees, insulated from all the rest 
of the wood, with their own sliare of radiance hoveriug 
on them from the west, and their own sohtary shadow 
falling to the east. The afternoon being far declined, 
the sunshine was almost pensive, and the s)jade almost 
cheerful; glorj and gloom were mingled in the placid 
light ; as if the spirits of the Daj and Evening had met 
in friendship under those trees, and found themselves 
aMn. I was admiring the picture, when the shape of 
a jonng girl emerged from behind the clump of oaks. 
Mj heart knew her; it was the Vision; but 60 distant 
and ethereal did she seem, bo unmixed with earth, so 
imbued with the pensive glory of the spot TOhere she was 
ataudiug, that my spirit sunk within me, sadder than be- 
fore. How could I ever reach her f 

While I gazed, a sudden shower came pattering down 
upon the leaves. In a moment the air was full of bright- 
ness, each raindrop catching a portion of sunlight as it 
fell, and the whole genlle shower appearing like a mist, 
just substantial enough to bear the burden of radinnce. 
A rainbow, vivid as Niagara's, was painted in the air. 
Its southern hmb came down before the group of trees, 
and enveloped the fair Vision, as if Ihe hues of heaven 
were the only garment for her beauty. When the rain- 
bow vanished, she, who had seemed a part of it, was no 
loiiger there. Was her existence absorbed in Nature's 
loveliest phenomenon, and did her pure frame dissolve 
away in the varied light F Yet, I would not despair of 
her return; for. robed in the lauibow, she 
of Rope, 
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Tlius did the Tiaion leave me ; and minj a doleful 
day succeeded to the parting moment. B,t tlie spring, 
and in the tiooi, and on the hitl, and tlirougji the viJIage ; 
at dewy sunrise, burning noon, and at that magic honr of 
Bonset, when she hud vanished from my sight, I sought 
her, but in vain. Weeks came and went, months rolled 
away, and she appeared not in them. I imparted my 
mystery to none, but wandered to mid fro, or sat in 
solitude, liic one that bad caught a glimpse of heaven, 
and couid take no more joy on enrth. I withdrew info 
an inner world, where my thongbfs lived and breathed, 
and the Vision in the midst of them. Without intending 
it, I became at once the author and hero of a romance, 
conjuring up rivals, imagining events, the aetioaa of oth- 
ers and my own, and experiencing every change of pas- 
sion, till jealousy and despair had their end in bliss. 0, 
■had I the burning fancy of my early youth, with man- 
hood's colder gift, the power of eipressiou, your hearts, 
Bwcet ladies, should flutter at tn; tale ! 

In tbe middle of January, I was summoned home. 
The day before my departure, visiting tbe spots which 
hod been hallowed by the Vision, I found that the spring 
had a frozen bosom, and nothing but the snow and a 
glare of winter sunsbipe, on the hilt of tbe rainbow. 
" Let me hope," thought I, " or my heart will be as icy 
as the fountain, and the whole world as desolate as Ihia 
snowy hill." Moat of the day was spent in preparing 
for the journey, which was to commence at four o' 
the next morning. About an hour after supper, i 
all was in readiness, I descended from my clian 
to the sitting-room, to take leave of the old clergym 
and his family, with whom I had been ;ui iiiiimle. 
gust of wind blew out my lamp as 1 passed thr'' ' 
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According to their mvariable caatom, so pleaaaid'B 
one wben the fire blszea clieerfiillv, tlie familj w 
ting in the parlor, with no other light than what catne 
from tlie hearth. As the good clergyman's scauty sti- 
pend compelled him to use all sorb of economy, the 
foundation of his fires was always a large heap of tan, or 
grouTid harlt, which would smoulder away, from morning 
till niglit, with a dull warmth and no flame. This even- 
ing the heap of tan was newlj put on, and surmounted 
with three sticks of red-oak, full of moisture, and a few 
pieces of dry pine, that had not yet kindled. Tliere was 
no light, except the little that came sullenly icaia two 
half-bumcd brands, without even glimmering on the 
andirons. But I kuew thfl position of the old miniatcr's 
arm-cjiaiT, and also where his wife sat, with her knitting- 
work, and bow to avoid his two daughters, one a stout 
country lass, and the other a consumptive girl. Groping, 
tbroagh the gloom, I found ray own place nest to that of 
the son, a learned collegian, who had come home t« keep 
school in the village duriag the winter vscation. I no- 
ticed that there was less room than usual, to-night, be- 
tween the coEegian's chair and mine. 

As people are always tacitnm in the dark, not a word 
was said for some time after my entrance. Nothing 
broke the stillness but the reguHr click of the matron's 
knitting-needles. At times, the fire threw out a brief and 
dusky gleam, which twinkled on the old man's glasses, 
and hovered doubtfully round our circle, but was lar too 
faint to portray the individuals who composed it. Were 
we not like ghosts ? Dreamy as the scene was, might it 
not he n type of the mode in wliieh departed people, who 
had known and loved each other here, would hold com- 
munion in etemitj? We were aware of each other's 
presence, not by sight, nor sound, nor toucb, hut by au 
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inward conscioustieas. Would it not be so among tba 

TLe silence waa intemipfed by tlie consmnptive daugh- 
ter, addressing a remark to some one in the circle, whom 
she called Rachel. Her tremulous and decayed accents 
were answered by a single ward, but in a voice that made 
me start, and bend towards the spot whence it hod pro- 
ceeded. Had I ever heard that sweet, low tone " 
not, why did it muse up so many old recollections, 
mockeries of such, the shadows of things familiar, yet' 
unknown, and fill my mind with confused images of ' 
features who had spoken, though baried in the gloat] 
the parlor P Wliom had mj heart recognized, that it 
throbbed so? I listened, to catch her gentle breathing, 
and strove, by the intensity of my gaze, to picture forth 
a shape where none was visible. 

Suddenly, the dry pine caught ; the Are blazed up with 
a ruddy glow ; and where the darkness had been, there 
was she, — lie Vision of the Fountain ! A spirit of radi- 
ance only, she had vanisbed with the rainbow, and ap- 
peared again in the firelight, perhaps to flicker with the 
blaxe, and be gone. Yet, her cheek was rosy and hfe-like, 
and her features, in the bright warmth of the room, were 
even sweeter and tenderer than my recollection of them. 
She knew me ! The mirthful expression that hod laughed 
in her eyes and dimpled over her countenance, when I 
beheld her faint beauty in the fountain, was lauglung and 
dimpling there now. Ojic moment onr glance mingled, 
— the next, down rolled the heap of tan upon the kindled 
wood, — and darkness snatohed away that Daughter of the 
Light, and gave her back to me no omre ! 

Fair ladies, there is nothing more to tell. Must the 
simple mystery be revealed, then, that Saohel was *' 
daughter of the village aquire, and had left homr 
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boarding-school, the morning after I arrived, and re- 
turned the day before my departure P If I transformed 
her to an angel, it is what every youthful lover does for 
his mistress. Therein consists the essence of my story. 
But slight the change, sweet maids, to make angels of 
yourselves ! 




FAKCys SHOW-BOX. 

A MORALITY. 

l^^pSjHAT ia Guilt. P A stain upon the souL And it 
ICIl i I " " point of vast interest, whether the soul m 
|[aiUai| contract snch stains, in all their depth and lla- 
grancy, from deeds which mar 1""^ ^^^'^ plotted and 
resolved upon, \^\ which, physically, have never had ^ 
existence. Must the fleshly liond and visible trame of 
TDon set its seal la the evil dpsi°7i9 of the soul, in order 
to give them their entire validity against the sinner F Or, 
while none hut orimes perpetrated are oogniaalile beforB 
an earthly tribunal, wil! gnilty thoughts, — of which guilty 
deeds are no more than shadows, — will these draw down 
the fall weight of a condemning sentence, in the anprerae 
court of eternity P In the solitude of a midnight chamber, 
or in a desert, afar from men, or in a church, while the 
body ia kneeling, the soul roay pollute itself even with 
those crimes, which we are aooustomed to deem alto- 
gether carnal. If this be true, it is a fearful truth. 

Let us illustrate the subject by an imaginary example. 
A venerable gentleman, one Mr. Smith, who had long 
been regarded as a pattern of moral excelleuce, waa 
warming his aged blood with a glass or two of generous 
His children being gone forth about their worldly 
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baaiuess, and his grandchildren at sohoal, he sat alone, 
B deep, luxurious arm.ehair, with his feet beneath a richly 
carved mahogany table. Some old people have a dreiid of 
Bolitude, and when better coaipany may uot be had, re- 
joice even to hear tiic quiet brcaUiing of a babe, asleep 
upon the carpet. But Mr. Smith, whose silver hair was 
the bright symbol of a life unstained, except by such spots 
as are Aiseparable from human nature, he had no need of 
a babe to protect him by its purity, nor of a grown per- 
son to stand between him and hb own soul. Neverthe- 
less, either Manhood must converse with Age, or Woman- 
hood must soothe him with gentle cares, or Infancy must 
qiort around his chair, or lis thoughts will stray into the 
misty region of the past, and the old man be chill and sad. 
Wine will not always clieer him. Such might have been 
the case with Mr. Smith, when, through the brilliant me- 
dium of hia glass of old Madeira, he beheld three figures 
entering the room. These were Fancy, wlio had assumed 
the garb and aspect of an itinerant showman, witb a box 
^ of pictures on her back ; and Memory, in the likeness of 
pa clerk, with a pen behind her car, an inkhom at her 
I buttonhole, and a huge mauuseript volume beneath her 
B tim ; and lastly, behind tbc other two, a person shrouded 
I {n a dusky mantle, which concealed both face and form. 
I'Snt Mr, Smith had a shrewd idea that it was ConacienoB. 
How kind of Pancy, Memory, and Conscience to visit 
the old gentleman, just as he was beginning to imapne 
that the wine had neither so bright a sparkle nor so 
excellent a flavor as when himself and the liquor were 
less aged ! Through the dim length of the apartment, 
where crimson curtains muffled the glare of sunshine, 
I Bud created a rich obscurity, the three guests drew neai 
ir-baired old man. Memory, with a finger bo- 
1 tie Jeaves of her huge volume, placed 
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nia rigt* tand. Conscience, with her face atil! bidden 
in the diuk; mantle, took her atation on the Isft, so aa 
to ba next his beart ; wLile Faocy set down her picture- 
boi npon the table, with the magnifjing-glass convenient 
to hia eje. We can sketch merely the outlines of two or 
three out of the many pictures which, at tbe pulling of a 
gtrinj, sueceasively peopled- the box with tbe semblances 
of living scenes. 

One was a moonlight picture; in tbe background, a 
lowly dwelling ; and in front, partly slijidowed bj a tree, 
jet besprinkled with flakes of radiance, two youthful 
figures, male and female. Tbe young man stood with 
folded arms, a haughty smile upon his lip, and a gleam 
of triumph in his eye, as he glanced downward at the 
kneeling girl. She was almost prostrate at hia feet, evi- 
dently sulking nndcr a weigbt of sbame and anguish, 
which hardly allowed her to lift her clasped hands in 
supplication. Her eyes she could not lift. Bat neither 
her agony, nor the lovely features on which it was de- 
picted, nor the slender grace of the form whieh it con- 
vulsed, appeared to soften tbe obduracy of the young 
man. He was the personification of trinmpbant acorn. 
Now, strange to say, as old Mr. Smith peeped through 
the magnifying-glass, which made the objects start out 
from the canvas with magical deception, he began to 
recognize the fann-house, the tree, and both the figures 
of the picture. The young man, in times long past, had 
often met his gaze within the looking-glass ; the girl was 
the very image of his first love,— his cottage love, — hia 
Martha Burroughs! Mr. Smith was scandalized. "O, 
vile and slanderous picture ! " he exclauns. " When 
have I triumphed over ruined innooenoe? Was not 
Martha wedded, in her (eena, to David Tomkins, who 
IT girlish love, and long enjoyed her affection as a, _ 
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poured into his ear. It was not altogetber inapplieaKto ■ 
to tlje misty scene. It told how Mr. Smith, had been 
grievouslj teinpf«d, by many devilish sophistries, on tha 
ground of a legal quibble, to commence a lawsuit against 
thr«e orphan cliildrea, joint heirs to a considerable estate. 
Fortunately, before he ■was quite decided, his claims had 
turned out nearly as devoid of law as justice. As Mem- 
ory ceased to read. Conscience again thrust aside her 
mantle, and would have atrucif her victim with the en- 
VEUoraed dagger, only that be struggled, and clasped his 
hands before his heart. Even then, however, he sustained 
an ugly gash, 

Wiiy should we follow Fancy through the whole 
aeries of those awful pictures ? Painted by an artist 
of wondrous power, and terrible acquaintance with the 
secret soul, they embodied the gbosla of all the never 
perpetrated sins that had glided through the lifetime 
of Mr. Smith. And could such beings of cloudy fantaay, 
so near akin lo nothingness, give valid evidence against 
him, at the day of judgmeut F Be that the case or not, 
there is reason to believe tliat one truly penitential 
tear would have washed away each hateful picture, and 
left the canvas while as anow. But Mr. Smith, at » 
prick of Conscience too keen to be endured, bellowed 
alond, with impatient ag'ony, and suddenly discovered 
that his three guests were gone. There he sat slone, & 
silver-haired and highly venerated old man, in the rich, 
gloom of the crimson-curtained room, with no box of 
piotitres on the table, but only a decanter of most ex- 
cellent Madeira. Yet bis heart still seemed to fester 
with llie venom of the dagger. 

Nevertheless, the unfortunate old gentleman might 

have nipied the matter with Conscience, and alleged 

T reaaooa wherefore she should not smite him su 
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pitilessly. Were we to take up liis cause, it should be 
somewhat in the following fasliion; A scheme of guilt, 
till it be put in esecutiou, greatly resembles a traiu of 
incidents in a projected tale. The latter, in order to 
produce a sense of reality iu the reader's mind, muat be 
conceived with such proportionate strength by the au- 
thor as to seem, in the glow of fancy, more like truth, 
past, present, or to come, than purely fiction. The pro- 
spective sinner, on the other hand, weaves his plot of 
crime, but seldom or never feels a perfect certainty that 
it wUl be executed. There is a dreaminess diffused 
about his thoughts ; in a dream, as it were, he strikes 
the death-blow into his victini's heart, and starts to 
lind an indelible blood-stain on his hand. Thus a novel- 
writer, or a dramatist, in creating a villain of romance, 
and fitting Mm with eyil deeds, and the villain of actual 
life, in projecting crimes that will be perpetrated, may 
almost meet each other, half-way between re^ty and 
fancy. It is not until the crime is accomplished, that 
guilt clinches its gripe upon the guilty heart, and claims 
it for its own. Then, and not before, sin is actually felt 
and acknowledged, and, if unaccompanied by repent- 
ance, grows a thousand -fold more virulent by its aelf- 
consciousness. Be it considered, also, that men often 
overestimate their capacity for evil. At a distance, 
while its attendant circumstances do not press upon 
their notice, and its results aTe dimly seen, they can 
hear to contemplate it. They may take the steps which 
lead to crime, impelled by the same sort of mental 
action as in working out a mathematical problem, yet 
be powerless with compunction, at the final moment. 
They knew not what deed it was that they deemed 
themselves resolved to do. In truth, there is no such 
jture as a Bctfled and fnlt reaolve. 




Dh. HEIDEGGER'S EXPEEIMBNT. 

^lO invited four venerable friends to meet bini in Ilia 
fni^^ atndy. There were three ^shite-bca^ded gcntle- 
Inen, Mr. Medbonme, Colonel Killigrew, aad Mr. Gas- 
coigne, and a withered genttewoman, whose name was 
the Widow Wjcherly. They were all melancholy old 
creatarea, who had been unfortunate in life, and whose 
greatest misfortune it waa that they were not long ago 
in their graves. Mr. Medboume, in the vigor of hia 
age, had been a prosperons mercbant, but had lost his 
all by a firantic speculation, and was now little better 
than a mendicant. Colonel Killigrew had wasted his 
beat years, and his health and suhstance, in the pursuit 
of sinful pleasures, which had given hirf.h to a brood of 
pains, such as the gont, and divers other torments of 
soul and body. Mr. Gascoigne was a ruined politician, 
a man of evil fame, or at least had 'been so, fill time had 
buried him from the knowledge of the present genera- 
tion, and made him obscure instead of infamous. As for 
the Widow Wycherlj, tradition tells ua that ahe was a 
great beauty in her day; but, tor a long while past, sliB 
had lived in deep seclusion, on account of certain scan- 
dalous stories, which had prejudiced the gentry of the 
town Bgaiust her. It is ■ oitonmstance worth meatiDn- 
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hf, Oat adi a iheae Oatx oU gettUeMfi. Ur. lU. 
hewiB^ Colond KiDigiev, nd Mr. GaMxigac^ «va 
taajkmntiQxWAiw'WydieAj.t^ kid once k«B 
«■ the poiat of eatto^ cacb othei's ihroata for bet nksL 
Aid, hebre fiooeeSag frnlfaer, 1 viE Mcnlj hinf, llitf 
Dr. HriJ^gcf aad all his Ibar gants wen sCMctHB 
Oon^ to be a fiule beside (bnmtdtea; u » wit ^ifis- 
queidlf tbe case vith dd peo|^ vbea >uiiied dlicrly 
pKtmt traubln or wofnl rectJlectiani. 

"Mj dear cU ftKuda," nid Dr. Badeggcf, MotioB- 
ii^ them to be seated, " I am dcNrons of jovr ""^— — 
in one of tiuae little experiraenls with which I aaisM 
mjself here in mj stndj." 

If all stones were tme. Dr. Heid^gei's stn^ ami 
bare beat a Tnj curious pbce. It wag a dim, old-fisb- 
imed damber, fealooned with cobwebs and bespiinkled 
with Kntiqae dost. Anoiind the walls stood lereral oaken 
bookcases, the lower ibelres of which were fiBed wi^i 
IDWI of giganttc f<Jioa and black-letler quartos, and 
the upper with fitde paichment-coreied dnjodedoias. 
Otct the ceiitnl bookcase was a bronze bust of Hqt- 
pocrates, with which, according to some Bothoiitia^ 
Dr. Heide^er wai accuatomcd to hold consoltatinia, 
in all difficult cases of his practice. In the obscniest 
corner of tlie room stood a tall and narrow oaten closet, 
wi^ its door ajar, within which doubtfoU; appeared a 
skeleton. Between two af the bookcases himg a look- 
ing-glass, presenting its Ugb and dostj plate wilhio a 
tarnished gilt frame. Among man^r wonderful stories 
related of this mirror, it was fabled that the spirits of 
all the doctor's deceased patients dwelt within iis rerge, 
and would stare him in the face whenever be looked 
thitherward. The opposite aide of the chauber was 
omanented with the fnH-leog^ portrait of a ] 
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lady, arrajed in the iaded magnifioence o( silk, satin, 
and brocade, aod with a viaagB as faded lu her dreas. 
Above half a centurj ago, Dr. Heidegger had been on 
tbe point of marriage with tliis young lady; but, beiag 
affected with some slight diiuirder, sbe had BwaUuwed 
one of her lover's prescript iuus, and died ou tbe bridal 
evening. The greatest curiositj of the study reniaina 
to be mentioned ; it was a ponderous folio volume, 
bound in black leather, witL massive silver clasps. 
There were no letters on the back, and nobody could 
tell the title of tbe book. But it was well known to be 
a book of magic ; and once, when a chambermaid had 
lifted it, merely to brush away the dust, the skeleton 
had rattled in its closet, tbe picture of the young lady 
had stepped one foot upon the tloor, and several 
ghastly faees bad peeped forth from the mirror; while ■ 
the brazeu head of Hippocrates frowned, and said, " 

Such was Dr. Heidegger's study. On the aummec 
afternoon of our tale, a small round table, as black aa 
ebony, stood in the centre of the room, anstginiug a cut- 
glass vase, of beautiful form and elaborate workmanship. 
The sunshine came through the window, between the 
heavy festoons of two faded damask curtains, and fell 
directly across tJiis vase; so that a mild aplendor was 
reflected from it on the aaliea visages of tlie five old 
people who sat around. Four chatnpagne-glasses wero 
also on tbe table. 

" My dear old friends," repeated Dr. Heidegger, " :nay 
I reckon on your aid in performing an esceeduigiy curi- 
ous experiment ? " 

Now Dr. Heidegger was a very strange old gentle- 
whose eccentricity had become the nucleus for a 
id I'ontastic stories. Some of these fables, to my 
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sbame be it spokeu, migLt possibl; be traced back to 
mine own veracious sell'; and if anj pussages of Ilia 
present tale should startle the reader's faithj 1 must be 
content to bear the stigma of a fictiou-monger. 

When the doctor's four guests heard bim talk of bis 
proposed experiment, tbey ttntieipated nothing more won- 
derful than the murder of a mouse in an air-pump, or 
the exammation of a cobweb by the microscope, or some 
similar nonsense, with which he was conslautlj in the 
Labit of pestering his intimates. But without waitiug' 
for a reply, Dr. Heidegger hobbled across tbe chamber, 
and returned with the same ponderous foho, bound in 
black leather, which cotninon report aihrmed to be a 
book of magic. Undoing the silver clasps, be opened 
tlie volume, and toot from among its black-letler pages 
a rose, or what was once a rose, though now the green 
leav.es and crimson petals had assumed one bruvnisL 
hue, and tbe ancient flower seemed ready to crumble to 
dust in the doctor's hands. 

"This rose," said Dr, Heidegger, with a sigh, "this 
same withered and crumbling flower, blossomed Bve-and- 
flftj jears ago. It waa given me by Sjlvia Ward, whose 
portrait hangs yonder; and I meant to wear it in my 
bosom at our wedding, rive-and-fiftj years it has beea 
treasured between the leaves of this old volume. Kow, 
would yon deem it possible that this rose of half a cen- 
tiuj could ever bloom again P " 

" Nonsense ! " said the Widow Wycherly, with a peev- 
ish toss of ber head. " You might as well ask wliether 
sa old woman's wrinkled face could ever bloom again." 

" See ! " answered Dr. Heidegger. 

He uncovered the vase, and threw tbe faded rose into 
the water which it conf^ained. At first, it lay lightly on 
the antlace of the fluid, appearing to imbibe none of ita 
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moiatttie. Soon, Lowerer, a singular change began to 
be visible. The crnalied and dried petals slirred, and 
assumed a deepening tinge of crimson, as if tlie flower 
were reviving from a deatb-like slumber; the slender 
stalk and twigs of foliage becarne green ; and there was 
the rose of half a century, looking as fresh as when 
Sylvia Ward had first given it to her lover. It was 
scarcely full blown; for some of its delicate red leaves 
curled modestly around its moist bosom, within which 
two or three dewdrops were sparkling. 

"That is certainly a very pretty deception," said the 
doctor's friends; carelessly, howerer, for they had wit- 
nessed greater miracles at a conjurer's show; "pray how 
was it effected?" 

" Did you never hear of the ' Fountain of Youth,' " 
asked Dr. Heidegger, "which Ponce de Leon, the Span- 
ish adventurer, went in search of, two or three centuries 
ago?" 

"But did Ponce de Leon ever find it?" said the 
Widow Wjclierly. 

" No," answered Dr. Heidegger, " for he never sought 
it in the right place. The famous Fountain of Youth, 
if I am rightly informed, is situated in the southern part • 
of the Floridian peninsula, not isx from Lake Macaco. 
Its source is overshadowed hj several gigantic magno- 
lias, which, though numberless centuries old, have been 
kept as fresh as violets, by the virtues of this wonderful 
water. An acquaintance of mine, knowing my curiosity 
in such matters, has sent me what you see in the vase." 

" Ahem I " said Colonel Killigrew, who believed not 
a word of the doctor's story; "and what may be the 
effect of this fluid on the human frame ? " 

"You shall judge for yourself, my dear Colonel," re- 
plied Dr. Heidegger^ "and all of you, my respected 
11" 
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friends, are welcome fa aa mucli at this fulEairabls fluid 
aa may restore to jou the bloom of joutli. For my own 
part, having had much trouble in growing old, I am in 
no Lurry to grow young again. Wif )i your permission, 
therefore, I will merely watch the progress of the es- 
periment." 

WhOe he spoke. Dr. Heidegger hsid beeu filling llie 
four chatnpagae -glasses with tlie water of the Fountain 
of Youth. It was apparently impregnated with an effer- 
vescent gas, for little bubbles were coutinually ascending 
from the depths of the glasses, and bursting in silreiy 
spray at the sur&ce. As tbe liquor diffused a pleasant 
peifume, tbe old people doubted not that it possessed 
cordial aud comfortable properties ; and, though atter 
sceptics as to its rquvenescent power, they were inclined 
to swallow it at once. But Dr. Heidegger besought 
them to stay a moment. 

"Before you drink, my respectable old friends," said 
he, " it would be well that, with tbe experience of a life- 
time fo direct you, you should draw up a few general 
rules for your guidance, in passing a second time through 
the perils of youth. Think what a siu and shame it would 
be, if, with your peculiar advantages, you should not be- 
come patterns of virtue and wisdom to all the young peo- 
ple of tbe age." 

The doctor's four venerable friends made him no answer, 
eicept by a feeble and tremulous laugh ; so very ridicu- 
lous was the idea, that, knowing how closely repentance 
treads behind the steps of error, they should ever go 
•stray again. 

" Drink, then," said the doctor, bowing, " I rejoice 
that I have so well selected the subjects of my esperi- 

With palsied hands, tliej nused the glasses to their 
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lips. The liquor, if it ceallj possessed such virtues ai 
Sr. Heidegger imputed to it, could not Lave been bc- 
atowed on four human beings who needed it more wofullj. 
Thej looked as if they had never Itnown what youth or 
pleasure was, but had been the offspring of Nature's 
dotage, and always the gray, decrepit, sapless, miserable 
crentoraa who now aat stooping round the doctor's (able, 
without lifij enough in their aouls or bodies to be ani- 
mated even by the prospect of growing young again. 
They drank off the water, and replaced their glasses oa 
the table. 

Assuredly there waa an almost imtiiediate itnproTement 
in the aspect of the party, not unlike what might have 
been produced by a glass of ge^nerous wine, together with 
a sudden glow of cheerful sunshine, brightening over all 
their visages at once. There was a healthful sufTuaion on 
their cheeks, instead of the asheA hue that had made tliem 
look so corpse-like. They gazed at one another, and fan- 
cied that some magic power had really begun to smooth 
away the deep and sad inscriptions which Pather Time 
had been so long engraving on their browa. The Widow 
Wrcherlj adjusted her cap, for she felt almost iike a 
woman again. 

" Give us more of this wondrous water ! " cried lley, 
eigeriy. "Wo are jouoger, — but we are stiU too old! 
Quick, — give us more ! " 

" Patience, patience ! " quoth Dr. Heide^er, who aat 
watching the experiment, with philoaophxo coolness. 
" You have been a long time growing old. " '" 
miglit be content to grow joujig in h^ 
the water ia at your service," 

Again he filled their glasses with tha 
enough of which still remained in the \ 
tlie old people in the oity to tLc age of t 
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oliildcen. While the bubbles were jet sparkling on &a 
brim, the doctor's four guests snatched their glasses from 
the table, and swallowed the coutcnls at a sitiglG gulp. 
Was it delueiouP even while tiie draught was passing 
down tbeir throats, it seemed to have wrought a change 
on their whole sjstema. Theur ejcs grew clear and 
bright ; a dark shade deepened among their silvery locks j 
tbej sat around tlie table, three gentlemen of middle age, 
and a wotnao, hardly beyond her buxom piime, 

"Mj dear widow, you are charming!" cried Colonel 
EiUigrew, whose eyes liad been fixed upon het face, while 
the shadows of age were flitting from it like darkness 
from the crimson daybreak. 

The fair widow knew, of old, that Colonel Killigrew's 
compliments were not always meaaured by sober truth ; 
so she started up and ran to the mirror, still dreading 
that the ngly visage of an old woman would meet ber gaze. 
Meanwhile, the three gentlemen behaved in such a man- 
ner, as proved that the water of the Fountain of Youth 
possessed some intoxicating qualities; unless, indeed, 
their exhilaration of spirits were merely a lightsome dizzi- 
ness, caused by the sudden rcmoral of the weight of years. 
Mr. Gascoigne'fl mind seemed to run on political topics, 
but whether relatmg to the past, present, or future, could 
not easily be determined, since the same ideas and phrases 
have been in vogue these fifty years. Now he rattled 
forth full-throated sentences about patriotism, national 
glory, and the people's right; now he muttered some 
perilous stuff or other, in a sly and doubtful wliisper, so 
cautiously that even his own conscience could scarcely 
catch the secret ; and now, again, he spoke in measured 
accents, and a deeply deferential tone, as if a royal ear 
'' rere listening to his wclt-tnrned periodE. Colonel KiUi- 
R'aU litis time had been tiolfin^ fortU a jully bottlo-^^ 
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song, and rin^g Ub gbss in ajmphouj vith the cbnrns, 
w!iile his pjbs wandered toward the buxom figure of Iho 
Widow Wycheriy. On tbe other side of tlio Uble. Mr 
Mcdbonme was involved in a oalpulalion of dollars and 
cents, with wliich was strangely inlermingled a project 
for supplying the East Indies with ice, by harnessing a 
team of wliales to the polar icebergs. 

As for the Widow Wjchcrly, slie stood before the mirror 
conrtesying and simpering to her own image, oud greet- 
ing it as l^e friend whom she loved better than all the 
world beside. She Ibrust her face close la the glass, to 
see whether some long-remembered wrinkle or crow's- 
foot had indeed vanished. She examined whether the 
snow had so entirely melted from her hair, that the ven- 
erable cap cuuld be safely thrown aside. At last, turning 
briskly away, she came with a sort of dancing step to the 
table. 

"My dear old doctor," cried she, "pray favor me with 
another glass!" 

" Certainly, my dear madam, certainly ! " replied the 
complaisant doctor; "ace! I have already Gllcd the 

There, in fact, stood tbe four glasses, brimful of tliia 
wonderful wafer, the delicate spray of whicb, as it effer- 
vesced from the snrface, resembled the tremulous glitter 
of diamonds. It was now so nearly sunset, that tho j 
ohamlier bad grown duskier than ever; but a mild a 
moonlike splendor gleamed from within the i 
rested alike on the four guests, and on the doctor's vi 
erahle figure. He satin a high-hacked, elaborately oarrel 
oaken arm-chair, with a gray dignity of aspect that miglifl 
have well befitted that Very Father Time, whose p 
had nevei'been disputed, save by this fortunate a 
I while quaSag tbe third draught of the JawD 
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Touth, they were almost awed bj tbe ejcpression of Ui 
mjstpnous visage. 

But, the nest moment, the exhilarating gush of joung 
life shot through their veins. Thej were now in the 
happy prune of youth. Age, ^rith its miserable train of 
cares, and sorrows, and diseases, was remembered onlj 
as the trouble of a dream, from which they had joyously 
awoke. The fresh gloss of the soul, so early lost, and 
without whioh the world's successire scenes had been 
but a gallery of faded pictures, again threw ifa enchant- 
ment over all their prospects. They felt liie new-created 
beings, in a new-created universe. 

" We are young ! We are young I " they cried exuit- 
ingly- 

Youth, like the extremity of age, had effaced the 
strongly marked characteristics of middle life, and mntu- 
allj assimilated them all. Thej were a group of merry 
youngsters, almost maddened with the exuberant frolic- 
someness of their years. The most singulur effect of 
their gayety was an impulse to mock the infirmity and 
decrepitude of which they had so lately been the victims. 
They laughed loudly at their old-fashioned attire, 
the wide-skirted coats and flapped waistcoats of tha 
young men, and the ancient cap and gown of the bloom- 
ing girl. One limped across the floor, like a gouly grand- 
father ; one set a pair of spectacles astride of his nose, 
and pretended to pore over the bkck-letter pages of 
the book of mngic; a third seated himself in an arm- 
chair, and strove to imitate the venerable dignity of Dr. 
Heidegger. Then all shouted mirthfully, and leaped 
about the room. The Widow Wycherly — if so fresh a 
damsel could he called a widow — tripped up to tfle 
doctor's chair, with a mischievous merriment in her rosy 
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" Doctor, you dear old sonl," eried she, " get up and 
dance with me ! " And then the four jouog peopla 
laughed louder than ever, to think what a queer figure 
the poor old doctor would cut. 

" Praj excuse me," answered the doctor, quietlj. " I 
am old and rheumatic, and my dancing days were over 
long ago. But either of these gay young gentlemen will 
be glad of so pretlj a partner." 

" Dance with me, Clara ! " cried Colonel Killigrew. 

" No, no, I wili be her partner ! " shouted Mr. Gas- 
coigne. 

"She promised me her hand, fifty years ago!" ex- 
claimed Mr. Medboume. 

They all gathered round ber. One caught both her 
hands in his passionate grasp, — another threw hia arm 
about her waist, — the third baried his hand among the 
glossy curls that clustered beneath the widow's cap. 
Blushing, panting, stru^ling, chiding, Uughing, her 
warm breath fanning each of their faces by turns, she 
strove to disengage herself, yet still remained in their 
triple embrace. Never was there a hvelier picture of 
youthful rivalabip, with bewitching beauty for the prize, 
Tet, by a strange deception, owing to the dustiness of 
the chamber, and the antique dresses which they still 
wore, the tall mirror is said to have reflected the figures 
the three old, gray, withered grandsires, ridiculously 
contending for the skinny ugliness of a shrivelled 

But they were joung; their burning passions proved 
fhem BO, Inflamed to madness bj the coquetry of the 
girl-widow, who neither granted nor quite withheld her 
farerfl, the three rivals tegan to interchange threatening 
glances, ^till keeping bold of the fair prize, they grap- 
pled fiercely at one another's throats. As ttw.^ %'cim^ 
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g!ed to and fro, the table 'was overtunied, and the 
daaiied iutn a tliousand fragments. The precious Wi 
of Youth flowed in a bright stream across the fl 
moisteoing the wings of a bulterflj, which, grown 
in the decline of summer, had alighted there to 
The insect fluttered lightlj through tlie chamber, mA.. 
settled on the snowj head of Dr. Heidegger. 

"Come, come, gentlemen! — come. Madam Wjtik' 
erly," eidaimed the doctor, "I reallj must protest 
against this riot," 

Thej stood still and shivered ; for it seemed as if giq- 
Time were calling them back from their sunuj jouth, far 
down into the chill aod darksome vale of years. Th^- 
looked at old Dr. Heide^er, who sat in his can'ed arm- 
chair, holding the rose of half a century, which he hid 
rescued from among the fragments of the shattered vase. 
At the motion of his hand, the four rioters resumed thoi^ 
seats ; the more readily, because their violent esertioaa 
had wearied them, youthful though they were. 

" My poor Sylvia's rose 1 " ejaculated Dc. Heidegger, 
holding it in the light of the sunset clouds; "it i^pear* 
to be fading again." 

And so it was. Even wliile the party were looking «l 
it, the flower continued to shrivel up, till it became W 
dry and fragile as when the doctor bad first throws, it 
into the vase. He shook off the few drops of moiatoiB 
which clung to it s petals. 

"1 love it as well thus, as in its dewy freslineaa," ob- 
aetved he, pressing the withered rose to his withered 
lips. While he spoke, the butterfly fluttered down from 
the doctor's snowy head, and fell upon the floor. 

His guests shivered again, A strange chillnaPB, 
whether of the body or spirit they could doF tell, Tas 
creeping gradually over them all. They gaxed at onft' 
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another, aod fancied that each fleeting moment snatched 
awaj a charm, and left a deepening furrow where none 
had been before. Waa it an illusion? Had the changes 
of a lifetime been crowded into so brief a space, and 
were they now four aged people, sitting with their old 
friend. Dr. Heidegger? i 

"Are we grown old again, so soon?" cried they, 
dolefully. 

In truth, they bad. The Water of Yonth possessed I 
merely a yirtuB more transient than that of wine. ~~ 
delirium which it created bad effervesced away, 
they were old again. With & shuddering impulse, that 
showed her a woman still, the widow clasped her skinny i 
hands before her face, and wislied that the ooffin-lid were 
over it, sbco it could be no longer beautiful. 

"Yes, friends, je are old again," said Dr. Heidegger; 
" and lo ! tbe Water of Youth is all lavished oa the 
ground. Well, I bemoan it not; for if the fountain 
gashed at my very doorstep, I would -not stoop to bathe 
my lips in it ; no, though its delirium were for years 
instead of momenta. Such is the lesson ye have taught 

Bat the doctor's four friends had taught no such les- 
son to themselves. They resolved forthvrith to make a 
pilgrioiage to li'lorida, and quaff at morning, noon, and 
night from the founiain of Yonth. 

Note. . — In nn English Review, not long since, I have been 
accused of plagiarizing the idea of this story from a chapter in 
one of the novels of Aleiandre Duuiiib. There has undoiihtedly 
beon a plagiarism on one side or the other ; hut as my atorj 
was written a goad deal more than tiveaty years ago, and aa 
the novel ia of eouaiderablj more recent date, I take pleasare 
~ ~, Ihimas has done me tbe honor to appro- 
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priate one of the fanciful conceptions of my earlier days. He- 
is heartily welcome to it ; nor is it the only instance, by many, 
in which the great French romancer has exercised the privilege, 
of commanding genius by confiscating the intellectual propert;^ 
of less famous people to his own ose and behoof. 

September, 1860. 
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LEGENDS OP THE PEOVINCE HOUSE. 



EOWTS lUBaTTEB&SE. 

E hfteniooii, last summer, while walking along 
J Waslmigtoii Streetj nij eje was attracted hj a 
J sign-board protruding over a narrow nroliway, 
nearly opposite the Old South Clmroh. The sign, repre- 
aentsd t!ie front of a stalely edifice, which was designated 
as the " Old Pbovihce House, kept by Thomas Waile," 
I was glad to be thus remiuded of a parpose, long enter- 
tained, of visiting and rambling over tlie nianiiion of the 
old royal govemers of Massachusetts ; and entering the 
arched passage, which penetjated tlirough the middle of 
a hrick row of shops, a lew steps transported me from 
the busy heart of modern Boston into a small and 
eluded conit-yard. One side of this space was occupied 
by tne sqaaie front of the Province House, three stories 
high, and surmounted by a cupola, on the top of which 
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gilded Indian was disoeruible, witli his bow bent andHS" 
arrow on the striug^, aa if aimiug at tbe weatlietcock cm 
the Bptie nf the Old South. Tbe figure has kept tbis at- 
titude for serentj jears or more, ever since good Deacon 
Drowns, acuoning carver of wood, first stationed him on 
his long Bentinel's watch oTBr the citj. 

The Province House is constructed of briet, which 
seems recently to tiave been overlaid with a coat of light- 
colored paint. A flight of red freestone steps, fenced in 
by a balustrade of curiously wrought iron, ascends from 
tba court-yard to the spacious porch, over which ia a bal- 
cony, with an iron balustrade of similar pattern and work- 
manship to that beneath. These letters and figures — 
16 P. S. 79^ are wronght into the iron-work of the 
balcony, and probably eipress the date of the edifice, 
with the initials of its founder's name. A wide door with 
double leaves admitted me into the hall or entry, on the 
right of which is the entrance to the bar-room. 

It was in this apartment, I presume, that the ancient 
governors held tbeir levees, with vice-regal pomp, sur- 
rounded bj t!ie mihtary men, the councillors, the judges, 
and other officers of the crowi!, while all the lojaltj of 
the province thronged to do them honor. But the room, 
in its present condition, cannot boast even of faded mag- 
niflcenee. The panelled wainscot is covered with dingy 
p^nt, and aciinires a duskier bue from the deep shadow 
inf« which the Province House is thrown by the briok 
block that shuts it in from Washington Street. A ray 
of sunshine never visits tliia apartment any more than tbe 
glare of (he festal torches which have been extinguished 
from the era of the Revolution. The most venerable and 
omamenUl object is a chimney-piece set round with 
Dutch tiles of blue-figured China, representing scenes 
£vju Scripture; and, for aught I know, tbe lady of 
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Pownall or Bernard may have aat beside this Sreplace, 
and told her children the story of each bine tile. A hat 
in modem style, well replenished with decanters, bottles, 
clgar-boies, and network bags of lemons, and provided 
■with a beer-pnmp and a soda-fount, extends along one 
side of tha room. At mj entrance, an elderly person 
wiu smacking hia lips^with a zest whicli satisfied me that 
tbe cellars of the Province Honae still hold good liquor, 
though doubtless of other vintages than were qnaffed by 
the old governors. After sipping a glass of port sangaree, 
prepared hy the skilful hands of Mr. Thomas Waite, I be- 
sought that worttij successor and representative of so 
many historic personages to conduct me over their time- 
honored mansiou. 

He readily complied ; but, to confess the troth, I was 
forced to draw strenuously upon my imagination, in order 
to End anght that was interesting in a house which, with- 
out its historic associations, would have seemed merely 
such a tavern as ia usually favored by the cnstom of 
decent city hoarders and old-fashioned country geutle- 
meu. The chambers, whicti were probably spacious in 
former times, are now cut np by partitions, and subdi- 
vided into little nooks, each affording scanty room for 
the narrow bed and chair and dressing-table of a single 
lodger. The great staircase, however, may be termed, 
without much hyperbole, a feature of grandeu 
nificence. It winds through the midst of the h 
fligiifs ot broad steps, each flight terminating ii 
landing-place, whence the ascent is continned ti 
cupola. A carved balustrade, freshly painted in the lo 
stories, bqt growing dingier as we ascend, borders i 
staircase with its quaintly twisted and intertwined p~ 
from fop to bottom. Up these stairs the ni"" 
or perchanee the gouty shoes, of many a g 
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trodden, aa the wearers moimted to the cupola, Vhidl 
afforded them so wide a view over tbeir metropolis and 
the surrounding country. Tlie cupola is sa octagon, wili 
severul windows, and a door opening upon the rooE, 
From this station, as I pleRScd myself with imaginm^ 
Gage may hive beheld his disastrous victory on Bunker 
Hill (unless one of the tri-mountains intervened), and 
Howe have marked the approaches of Washington's be- 
sLGging army; although the buildings, since erected in 
the vicuiitj, have abut out almost every object, save the 
Bteeple of the Old South, which seems almost within. 
arm's length. Descending from the cupola, I paused in 
the garret to obserre the ponderous wliite-oak frame- 
work, so much TOora massive than file frames of modem 
bouses, and thereby resembling an antique skeleton. The 
brick walls, the materials of which were imported from 
Holland, and the timbers of the mansion, are still as 
sound as ever; but the floors and other interior parts 
being greatly decayed, it is contemplated lo gut the 
whole, and build a new bouse within the ancient frame 
and briek-work. Among other incouTeiiiences of the 
present edifieo, mine host mentioned that any jar or 
motion was apt to shake down tlie dust of ages out 
of the ceiling of one chamber upon the floor of that 
beneath it. 

We stepped forth from Ibe great front window into the 
balcony, where, in old times, it was doubtless the custom 
of the king's representative to show himself to a loyal 
populace, rcauitinR their huz/as and toascd-up hats with 
filatclj bendings of bis dignified person. In those days, 
the front of tlie Province House looked upon (lie street; 
and the whole site now occupied by llie brick range ot 
stores, as well as the present coiirl-yard, was laid out ii 
grass-phis, overshadowed bj Uet* iiad bordered by q 
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wroiight-iron fence. Now, tlie old aristocratic e 
hides its time-worn visage beliiiid an upstart toodera 
building; atone of tlie'back wiudows I'ubscrved some 
prett; loiluresses, sewing, and cliafting, and laujjliing, 
witli now and tben a careless glance towards tlie balcony. 
Descendbg thence, we again entered the bar-roora, where 
the elderly gentleman above mcntiuned, the smack of 
whose lips had spoken so favorably for Mr. Waite's good 
Lquor, was still lounging in Lis chair. He seemed to be, 
if not a lodger, at least a familiar visitor of the house, 
who might be supposed to have his regular score at tbe 
bar. Ids summer seat at the open window, and his pre- 
scriptive corner at the winter's fireside. Being of a 
sociable aspect, I ventured to address him with a reniorl^ 
calculated to draw forth bis iiistorical reminiscences, it \ 
any snoh were in his mind ; and it gratified me to dis-- -i 
cover, that, between memory and tradition, the old gen- f 
tleman was really possessed uf some very pleasant gossip ] 
about the Province House. The portion of bis talk wbiclt I 
chiefly interested me was the outline of the foUowiog j 
legend. He professed to have received it at o; 
removes from an eye-witness; hut this derivation, to- J 
gether with the lapse of time, must have afforded oppot« I 
tnnitics for many variations of the narrative ; so that, "I 
despairing of literal and absolute truth, I have 
pled to make such fnrtlier changes as seemed condocirft 
to the reader's profit and delight. 



At one of the entertainments given at the Provinoo 

House, during the latter part of the siege of Boston, 

there passed a scene which has never yet been satis- 

^fetorilj explained. The officers of the Brifiali txoi-;. 



^^^^ George 
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and tliB loyal gentry of the proTinee, most of whom were 
collected within the bdeagured town, had been invited 
to a masked ball ; for it was the policj of Sir William 
Howe to hide the distress and danger of the period, and 
the desperate aspect of the siege, under an ostentatioa 
of festivity. The spectacle of this evening, if tbe oldest 
members of the proviacial court circle might be believed, 
■was the most gay and gorgeous affair that bad occurred 
in the annals of the government. The brilliantly lighUd 
apartments were thronged with figures that seemed to 
have stepped from tbe durk canias of historic portraits, 
or to have flitted forth from the inagic pages of romance, 
or at least to have down hither from one of tlie London 
theatres, without a change of garments. Steeled knights 
of the Conquest, bearded stu,tesmen of Qaeen Elizabeth, 
and higli-ruffled ladies of her court, were mingled with 
characters of comedy, such as a party-colored Merry 
Andrew, jingling bis cap and bells ; a FalstaJF, almost as 
provocative of laughter as his prototype ; and a Don 
Quixote, with a bean-pole for a lance and a potlid for a 

But the broadest merritnent was excited by a group 
of figures ridiculously dressed iu old regimentals, whioh 
seemed to have been purchased at a miUtary rag-fair, or 
pilfered from some receptacle of the cast-off clothes of 
both the French and British armies. Portions of their 
attire had probably been worn at the siege of Loaisburg, 
and the coats of most recent cut might have been rent 
and tattered by sword, ball, or bayonet, as long ago as 
"Wolfe's victory. One of these worthies — a tall, lank 
figure, brandishing a rusty sword of immense longitude 

putporled to be no less a personage than General 
George Washington; and the other principal officers of 

Aruericaii armj.^ncli eis Ga.tea, Lee, Putnam, Sohuj^ 



HOWE'S MASQOEEADE. 19 

r, Warf, and Heath, were represented by similar acaro- 
crows. An interview in the moci-heroio style, between 
tLe rebel warriors and the British cnmniander-iii-chief, 
was received with immense applause, which came loudest 
of all from the lojaliats of the colony. There was one 
of the guests, howerer, who stood apart, eying these 
nnfiea sternly ajid scornfully, at once with a. frown and a 
bitter smUe. 

It was ail old man, formerly of high station and great 
repnte in the province, and who had been a very famous 
soldier in his day. Some surprise had been expressed, 
■ that a person of Colonel Joliffe's known whig principles, 
thongh now too old to take an active part in the contest, 
shonld have lemained in Boston during the siege, and 
especially th-it he should consent to show iiimself in the 
mansion of Sir William Howe. But thither he had come, 
with a fair granddaughler vuider his arm ; and there, 
amid all the mirth and buffoonery, stood tliia stem old 
figure, the beat sustained cliaracfer in the masquerade, be- 
cause ao well representing the antique spirit of Iiis native 
land. The other gneata affirmed that Colonel Joliffe'a 
black puritanical scowl threw a shadow round about 
Lim; although in spite of his sombre influence, their 
gayety continued to blaze higher, like (an ominous 
comparison) the flickering brilliancy of a lamp which, 
has but a little while to hum. Eleven strokes, full half 
an hour ago, had pealed from the clock of the Old South, 
when a rumor was circulated among the company that 
some new spectacle or pageant was about to be exhibited, 
which should put a Bttmg close to the splendid festivities 
of the night. 

"What new jeat has your Esoellency in hand?" askoi 
the Rev. Mather Byles, whoao Preabyterian scriipU 
not kept him from the enter tainaient. "XtMst. "a 
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I bave already lauglied more than beseems mj c]o)Ji,t[ 
your Uom.'cic confahulation with youder ragarii' 
eral of the rebels. One oilier Bucb fit of merriment, and 
I must throw off my clerienl wig and band." 

"Not so, good "Dr. Bjles," answered Sir ■William 
Howe ; " if mirtb were a crime, you had never gained 
your doctorate in divinity. As to this new foolery, I 
know no more about it than yourself; perhaps not 30 
much. Houestly now. Doctor, bave you net stirred up 
the sober brains of some of your countrymen to enact & 
scene in onr masquerade F " 

"Perhaps," slyly remarked tbe granddanghter of CoL 
onel JoHffe, whose high spirit had been stiiiig by many 
taunts against New England, — " perhaps we are to have 
a moslt of allegorical figures. Victory, with trophies from 
Lexington and Bunker Hill, — Plenty, with her over- 
flowing horn, to typify the present abandauce in this 
good town, — and Gtory, with a wreath for bis Excel- 
lency's brow." 

Sir William Howe smiled at words which he would 
have answered with one of his darkest frowns, had tbey 
been uttered by lips that wore a beard. He was spared 
the necessity of a. retort, by a singular interruption, A 
BDuud of music was heard without the house, as if pro- 
ceeding from a full bind of military instruments stationed 
in the street, playing, not such a festal strain as was 
suited to the occasion, but a slow funeral march. The 
drums appeared to be muffled, and the trumjiets poured 
forth a wailing breath, which at once hushed the merri- 
ment of the auditors, filling aH with woniier and some 
with anprehension. The idea occurred to many, that 
either tlie funeral procession of some great personage had 
Aalted in front of the Province House, or that a corpse, 
velvet-covered and gorgeously decorated coiEn, i 
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about to be borne ^m the porta!. After listeuing a 
domGat, Sir WiUiain Hove culled, in a stem Toice, to 
tiie leader oF the mosiciaaa, wiio had iiitberto enlivened 
the entertainment with gaj and lighisome melodies. 
The man was drum-major to one of the British regi- 
ments. 

" Dighton," demanded the general, " what means this 
foolerj ? Bid jout bond silence that dead march ; or, 
bj m; word, the; shall have sufficient cause for tlielr 
lagubrions strains ! Silence it, strrab I " 

"Please your Honor," aoswered the drum-major, 
whose rubicund visage had lost all its color, "the fault 
is none of mine. I and my baud are al! here together; 
and I question whether there Le a man of us that could 
play that march withoat book. I never heard it bat 
once before, and that was at the fiuiersl of bis lata 
Majesty, King George the Secoud." 

"Well, well!" said Sir WiUiani Howe, recovering 
bis composure ; " it is the prelude to some mosquemd- 
log antic. Let it pass." 

A figure now presented itself, bat, among the many 
fantastic masks that were dispersed through the apart- 
ments, none could tell precisely from whence it came. 
It was a man in an old-fashioned dress of bhick serge, 
and having tho aspect of a steward, or principal domestic 
in the household of a uobleman, or great English land- 
holder. This figure advanced to the outer door of the 
mansion, and throwing botli its leaves wide open, with- 
drew a little toouti side and looked back towards the 
grand staircase, as if expecting some person to descend. 
At the same time, the music iu the street aotmded a loud 
and doleful sommons. The eyes of Sir William Howe 
and bis guests being directed to the staircase, there 
appeared, on the uppermost landing-place that was dis- 
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oemible from tlia bottom, several personages descend 
towards the door. Tlie foremost fas a man 
visage, wearing a steeple -crowned hat and a ^ 

beueatb it ; a dark cloak, and huge wrinkled boota Uioji | 
oaine balf-wa; up his legs. Under bis arm was a rollect 
up banner, which seemed to be the banner of Englumi, ' 
but strange!; rent and torn ; be bud a sword in bis r^ht 
hand, and grasped a Bible iu his left. The next figure 
was of milder aspect, jet full of diguitj, wearing a broad 
ruff, over which descended a beard, a gown of wrought 
velvet, and a doublet and hose of black satin. He cu'r' 
ried a roll of manuscript in his band. Close behind 
these two came u young mau of very striking eonnte- 
nance and demeanor, with deep thought and contemplk 
lion on bis brow, and perhaps a flash of enthasiajm in 
bis ejc. His garb, like that of his predecessors, was of 
an antique fashion, and there was a slain of blood upoa 
bis ruff. In the same group with thesa were three or 
four otbcrs, all men of dignity and evident command, 
and bearing themselves like personages who were accus- 
tomed to the gaze of the multitude. It was the idea of 
the beholders, that these figures went to join the nij5l«- 
rious funeral that had baited in front of the Province 
House ; jet that sapposifion seemed to be coutradicted 
hj the air of triumph with which tliej waved their bands, 
as thcj crossed the threshold and vanished through the 

"In the Devil's name, what is this?" muttered Sir 
William Howe to a gentleman beside him ; " a pro- 
cession of the regicide judges of King Charles tha 
martjrl"' 

"These," said Colonel Joliffe, breaking silence almost 
for the first time that evening, — " these, if I interpret 
them ari^t, are the Puritan goTcmors, — the rulers of 
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the old, original democracj of Massachasetts. Endi' 
cott, with the banner from wbich he liad lorn the sym- 
bol of subjection, and Wintlirop, and Sir Henry Yaue, 
and Dudley, Haynea, Eelliugham, and Leverett." 

" Why had that yoiuig mau. a sUin of blood upon his 
ruff P " asked Miss Joliffe. 

"Because, in after years," answered her grandfather, 
" he laid down the wisest head in England upoa the 
block, for the principles of liberty." 

"Will not yonc Excellency order out the guard?" I 
wliispered Lord Percy, who, with other British offleera, 
had now assembled round the genertd. "There may bo 
a plot under this mummery." 

"Tush! we bave nothing to fear," carelessly replied 
Sir William Howe. " There can be no worse treason in 
the matter than a jest, and that somewhat of the dullest. 
Even were it a sliarp and bitter one, our best policy 
would be to laugh it off. See, here come more of these 
gentry." 

Another group of characters had now partly descend- 
ed the staircase. The first was a venerahle and white- 
bearded patriarch, who cautiously felt his way downward 
with a staff. Treading hastily behind him, and stretch- 
ing forth his gauntleted hand as if to grasp the old n: 
shoulder, came a toll, soldier-like figure, equipped with 
a plumed eap of steel, a bright breastplate, and -a 1< 
sword, which rattled against the stairs. Nest was s 
a stout man, dressed in rich and courtly attire, but not , 
of courtly demeanor; his gait had the swinging motion 
of a seaman's walk ; and ehaueing to stumble on 
staircase, he suddenly grew wrathful, and was beard to 
mutter an oath. He was followed by a noble-loo' ' 
personage in a curied wig, such as are represented ii 
portr^ts of Queen Anne's time and earlier i and tha 



18 TWICE-TOLD TALES. 

breast of liis coat was deoorated with an embrDidereJ 
star. While odrancing to the door, he bowed to the 
right Lund and to the left, in a very gracious and insin- 
uating stjlc; but es he crossed the threshold, unlike the 
early Puritan governors, lie Memed to wrbg hia hands 

"Prilhee, play the part of a choras, good Dr. Byles," 
aaid Sir William Howe. " What worthies are these P " 

"If it please your Excellency, they lived somewhat 
before my day," answered the Doctor; "but doabtlesa 
our friend, the Colouel, has been hand in glove with 
them." 

"Their living faces 1 never looked upon," said Colonel 
Joliffe, gravely; "although I have spolten face to iaeo 
with many rulers of this laud, and shall greet yet another 
with an old man's blessing, ere I die. But we talk of 
these fignrea. 1 take the Teoerable patriarch to be Brad- 
street, the last of the Puritans, who was governor at 
ninety, or thereabouts. The nest is Sir Edmund Aiidroa, 
a tyrant, as any New England school-boy will tell you; 
and therefore the people cast him down from his liigh scat 
into a dungeon. Then comes Sir Williaui Piiipps, shep- 
herd, cooper, sea-captain, and governor : may many of 
his countrymen rise as higli, from as low an origin ! 
Lastly, you saw the gracious Earl of BcUamont, who 
ruled us onder King William." 

"But what is the m&aniug of it all?" asked Lord 

" Now, were I a rebel,''' said Miss Joliffe, half aloud, 
"I might fancy that the ghosts of these ancieut govern- 
ors had been summoned to form the funeral procession of 
royal authority in New England." 

Several other figures were now seen at the turn of the 
ircaee. The onein advance bod a thoughtful, buxIqi 
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somewhat oraf^ expression of face ; and in : ^ 
Ua loftiness of manner, which was evident!; the resnlt 
bbth of an ambitious spirit aud of long continuance in 
high stations, he seemed not incapable of cringing to a 
greater than himself. A few steps behind came aa ofEoer 
in a scarlet and embroidered uniform, cut in a fashion old 
enough tb have been worn by the Dake of Marlborough. 
His Qose had a rubicund tinge, wbicli, together with the 
twinkle of his eye, might have marked bim as a lover of 
the wioe-cnp and good-fellowship ; not withstanding which 
tokens, he appeared ill at ease, and often glanced around 
him, as if apprehensive of some secret mischief. Nest 
came a portly gentleman, wearing a coat of sliaggy cloth, 
lined with silken velvet; be bad sense, shrewdness, and 
hnmor in his face, and a folio volume nndet his arm ; but 
bis aspect was that of a man ve^ed and tormented beyond 
all patience and harassed almost to death. He went 
hastily down, and was followed by a dignified person, 
dressed in a purple velvet suit, witbvery rich embroidery; 
his demeanor would have possessed much stateliness, only 
that a grievous' fit of the gout compelled him to bobbia 
from atair to stair, with contorliona of face and bodyl 
When Dr. Byles beheld this figure on the staircase, he 
shivered aa with an ague, but continued to watch him 
steadfastly, until the gouty gentleman had reached the 
threshold, made a gesture of anguish aud despair, and 
vanished into the outer gloom, whither the funeral music 

" Governor Belcher I — my old patron ! — in his very 
shape and dreas ! " gasped Dr. Byles. " This is an awful 
mockery ! " 

"A tedious foolery, rather," said Sir William Howe, 
with an air of indifference. "But who were the three 
{hat preceded him ? " 
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"Governor Dudley, a cunning politjcian, — jet Mb 
craft ones brought him to it prison," replied Colonel 
Jolitfe; "Governor Shute, Formerly a colonel under 
Marlborough, and whom the people frightened out of the 
province ; and learned Governor Burnet, whom the Legia- 
kture tormented into a mortal fever." 

."Methinks tbej were miserable metij these royal 
govemora of Massachusetts," observed Miss Joliffe. 
" Heavens, how dim the ligbt grows ! " 

It was certainlj a fact tTiat the large lamp which illu- 
minated tbe staircase now burned dim and dusluly : so 
that several figures, which passed hastily down the stairs 
and went forth from the porch, appeared rather like 
shadows than persons of fleshly substance. Sir William 
Howe and his guests stood at the doors of the contigu- 
ous apartments, watching the progress of this singnlBr 
pageant, witb various emotions of anger, contempt, or 
half-acknowledged fear, bat still witb an anxious curios- 
ity. The shapes, which now seemed hasteuing to jointhe 
mysterious procession, were recognized rather by striking 
peculiarities of dress, or broad characteristics of manner, 
than by any perceptible rosemblanee of features to their 
prototypes. Their faces, indeed, were invariably kept in 
deep shadow. But Dr. Bjles, and other gentlemen wbo 
bad long been familiar with the successive rulers of the 
province, were heard to wbisper the names of Sliirley, of 
Powuall, of Sir Trancis Bernard, and of the well-remem- 
bered Hutchinson ; thereby confessiiig that the actors, 
whoever they might be, in this spectral march of govern- 
ors, had succeeded in putting on some distant portraiture 
of the real personages. As they vanished from the door, 
still did these shadows toss their arms into the gloom 
night, with a dread espression of woe. Following 
'; representative of Hutchinson c 
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figure, holding before bis face tlie cocked hat whicL he 
had taken, from his powdered head ; but his epaulets and 
other insignia of rank were those of a general officer; 
and something in his mieu remmded the beholders of one 
who had recently been master of the Province House, and 
ohfef of all the land. 

" The shape of Gage, aa true as in a looking-glass ! " 
eselairaed Lord Percy, turning pale. 

" No, surely," cried Miss Joliffe, kngbing hjaferically j 
"itoooldnot be Gage, or Sir William would have greeted 
his old comrade in arms 1 Perhaps he will not suffer the 
next to pass unchallenged." 

" Of that be assured, young lady," answered Sir Wil- 
liam Howe, fixing his eyes, with a very marked expression, 
upon the immoTabln visage of her grandfather. " I have 
long enough delayed to pay the ceremonies of a host to 
tiiese departing guests. The next that takes his leave 
shall reeeire due eourtesy." 

A wild and dreary burst of music came through the 
open door. It seemed as if the procession, wldeh had 
been gradually filling up its ranks, were now about to 
move, and that this loud peal of the wailing trumpets, 
aud roll of the muffled drums, were a call to some loiterer 
to make haste. Many eyes, by an irresistible impulse, 
were tamed upon Sir William Howe^ as if it were he 
whom the dreary music summoned to the funeral of de- - 
parted power. 

" See ! — here comes the last ! " whispered Miss Joliffe, 
pointing her tremulous finger to the staircase. 

A figure had come into view aa if descending the 
stairs; although so dusky was the region whence it 
emerged, some of the spectators fancied that thej had 
seen this human shape suddenly mouldiug itself amid 
the gloom. Downward the figure came, with a. (AiW 
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knuwlcdge lias aerer become geueral. The actors i 
tbfl sceue iiave vauialied into deeper obsouritj than e 
that wild ludian baud who scattered the cargoes ot the 
tea-ships on the waves, und gained a phice in history, 
yet left uo iiauiea. Bat stiperstttiou, umotig other legends 
of this mausiun, repeats tlie wuudrous tale, that oa the 
aoniversarj night of Britain's discum&ture, the ghosts 
of the ancient governors of Massachusetts still glide 
through the portal of the Province House. And, last 
of all, comes a figure shrouded in a military cloak, toss- 
ing his cliiiched hands into the air, and stamping his 
iron-shod boots upon the broad freestone steps with a 
eeinblance of feverish despair, but without the sound of 
a foot-tramp. 



When the truth-telling aeceuts of the elderly gentle- 
man were hushed, I drew a long breath and looked 
round the room, striving, with the best energy of my 
imagination, to throw a tinge of romance and historic 
grandeur over the realities of the scene. But my nos- 
trils snuifed up a scent of cigar-smoke, clouds of which 
the narrator had emitted hy way of visible emblem, I 
suppose, of the nebulous obscurity of his tale. More- 
over, my gorgeous fantasiea were wofully diBtarbed hy 
the rattling of the spoon in a tuizibler of whiskey punch, 
wliich Mr. Thomas Waite was mingling for a customer. 
Nor did it add to the picturesque appearance of the pan- 
elled walls, that the slate of the Brookline stage whs 
suspended against them, instead of the armorial es- 
cutcheon of some far-descended governor. A stage- 
driver sat at one of the windows, reading a penny paper 
of the day, — the Boston Times, — and presenting a fig- 
Ore which could nswi&e bs brought into any picture of 
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"Tiuiea la Boaton," seventj or a hundred jeara ago. 
On tlie wiadow-seat lay a bundle, neatly done up in 
brown paper, the direction of which I had the idle curi- 
osity to reud. " Miss Susan Htiggins, at the PaoviscB 
Hddbb." a pretty cbftmbennaid, no doubt. In truth, 
it ia desperately hard work, when we attempt to throw 
the spell of hoar antiquity oyer localities with wliieh 
the living world, and the day that is passing over us, 
haye aught to do. Yet, as I glajiced at the stately stair- 
case, down which the procession of the old governors 
had descended, and as I emerged through the venemble 
portal, whence their Bgurea had preceded me, it glad- 
dened me to be conscious ot a thrill of awe. Then 
diving through the narrow archway, a few strides trans- 
ported me into the densest tlirong of Waahiugtoii StreeL 
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EDWARD BANDOLFB'B FOBTBATE. 

E old legendary guest of l.lie Prorince HonM 
I abode m mj remembrance from niidsnmmer till 
I Januarj. . One idle eTening, last winter, confi- 
dent that he would be found in the snuggest corner of the 
bar-room, I resolyed to paj him another yjsit, hoping to 
deserve well of mj country by siiatching from oblirion 
some else unheard-of fact of history. The night was 
chill and raw, and rendered boisterous bj almost b gale 
of wind, which whistled along Washington Street, caus- 
ing the gasIigLta to flare and flicker within the lamps. 
As I hurried onward, my fancy was busy with a compar- 
ison between the present aspect of the street, and that 
which it probably wore when the British gOTernora in- 
habited the mansion whither I was now going. Brick 
edifices in those times were few, till a succession of de- 
struetiTB fires had swept, and swept again, the wooden 
dwellings and warehouses from the most populous quar- 
ters of the town. The buildings stood insulated and in- 
dependent, not, as now, merging their separate eiiatenoes 
into connected ranges, with a front of tu'esome identity. 
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but each possessing features of ita own, as if the own- 
er's individual taste had shaped it, and the whole pre- 
senting a. picturesque tn'egulurity, the absence uF which 
is hardly Gompensaled by anj beauties of onr modem 
acohileeture. Such a scene, dimly vanishing from the 
eye \if the ray of here and there u tallow eandle, glim- 
mering through the small panes of scattered windows, 
woald form a aombre contrast to the street as I beheld 
it, with the gaslights blaziug from comer to comer, flam- 
ing within the shops, and throwing a noonday brightness 
through the huge plates of glass. 

Bnt the black, lowering sky, as I turned my eyes 
upward, wore, doubtless, the same visage as when it 
frowned npon the ante-Revolutionary New-Englandeta, 
The wintry bkst had the same shriek that was familiar 
to their ears. The Old South Church, too, still pointed 
ita antique spire into the darkness, and was lost between 
earth and heaven ; and as I passed, its clock, which had 
warned so many generations how transitory was their 
lifetime, spoke heavily and slow the same unregarded 
moral to myself. "Only seven o'clock," thought I. 
" My old friend's legends will scarcely kill the hours 
'twiit this ajid bedfirae." 

Passing through the narrow arch, I crossed the court- 
yard, the confined precincts of which were made visible 
by a lantern over the portal of the Province House. On 
entering the bar-room, I found, as 1 expected, the old 
tradition-monger seated bj a special good fire of autbrtu- 
cite, compelling clouds of smoke from a corpulent ejgar. 
He recognized me with evident pleasure ; for my rare 
properties as a patient listener invariably make me a 
favorite with elderly gentlemen and ladies of ruirrativQ 
propensities. Drawing a chair to the fire, I desired 
mine host to favor ua with & glass apiece of whiske; 
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punch, which was 6|)eeiiilj prepared, Bteaming hot, wifli 
a slice of lemon at the bottom, a dark red stratum of 
port wine upon the surface, aud a spriukling of nutmeg 
strewn over all. As we touched our glasses together, 
my legendarj friend made himaelf known to me as Mr, 
Bela Tiffany i and I rejoiced at the oddity of tlte name, 
because it gave his image and character a sort of individ- 
uality in my conception. The old gentleman's draught 
acted as a solvent upon his memory, ao that it over- 
flowed with t4ile!i, traditions, auecdotes of famous dead 
people, aud traits of ancient manners, some of which 
were childigh as a nurse's lullaby, while others might 
have been worth the notice of the grave historian. 
Kothiug impi^essed me more than a story of a black mys- 
terious picture, which used to hang in one of the ohani- 
bers of the Province House, directly above the room 
where we were now sitting. The following ia as correct 
a version of the fact as the reader would be likely to ob- 
tain from auy other source, although, assuredly, it has a 
tinge of romance approaching to the marvellous. 



In one of the apartments of the Province House there 
was long preserved an ancient picture, the frame of 
which was as black as ebony, and the canvas itself so 
dark with age, damp, and smoke, that not a touch of the 
painter's art could be dbcemed. Time had thrown an 
impenetrahle veil over it, and left to tradition and fable 
and conjecture to aaj what had once been there por- 
trayed. During the rule of many successive governors 
it had bung, by prescriptive aud undisputed right, over 
the mantel-pieoo of the same chamber; und it still kept 
its place when Lieutenant-Governor Hutchinson asai 
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the departure of 

■ The Lieutenant-Governor sat, oue afternoon, realiiig 
his liead agaiust tlie curved back of liis stately iU'ni-cli^, 
and gazing up tbouglitfullj at the void blackness of tlio 
picture. It wag seareelj a time for such inactive musing, 
when affairs of the deepest moment required the ruler's 
deoisioa; for, withiii that very hour, HutchinsoH had re- 
ceived intelligence of the arrival of a British fleet, bring- 
ing three regiments from Halifax to overawe the in- 
subordination of the people. These troops awaited his 
permission, to occupy the fortress of Castle William and 
the town itself. Yet, instead of affixing his signature to 
an official order, there sat the Lieutenant- Grovemor, so 
carefully eorutinizing the black waste of canvas, that Ills 
demeanor attracted the notice of two jouug persons who 
attended him. One, wearing a military dress of buff, 
was his kinsman, Francis Lincoln, the Provincial Cap- 
tain of Castle William ; the other, who sat on a low stool 
beside his chair, was Alice Vane, his favorite niece. 

She was clad entirely in wLite, a pale, ethereal crea- 
ture, who, though a native of New England, had been, 
educated abroad, and seemed aot merely a stranger from 
another clime, but almost a being from another world. 
Por several years, until left an orphan, she had dwelt 
with her father in sunny Italy, and there had acquired a 
taste and enthusiasm for sculpture and paioting, whicii 
she found few opportunities of gratifying ia the undeeu- 
rated dwellings of the colonial gentry. It was said that 
the early pioductiuns of her own pencil exhibited no 
inferior genius, though, perhaps, the rude atmosphere of 
New England had cramped her hand, and dimmed the 
glowing colors of her fancy. But observing her uncle's 
steadfast ga^c, which appeared tu seaccktlu:<^^i^\'a&ia'<]ii> 1 
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of years to discover the subject of the picture. 




"Is it known, my dear uncle," inquired she, " 
this old picture once represented? PoEsibljj cot 
be made visible, it migUt prove a masterpiece of a 
great artist; else, why has it so loug held such a 
spicuous place?" 

As ber uncle, contrary to his usual custom (for 
was as attentive to all the humors and caprices of 
Abce as if she had beea his own best-beloveJ cliil^, 
did not immediately reply, tbe young captain of Caatle 
William took that office upon himself. 

" This dark old square of canvas, my fair cousin," 
said be, " has been an heirloom in the Proviuce House 
from time immemorial. As to the painter, I can tell jon 
nothing ; but if half tbe stories told of it be true, not 
one of the great Italian masters has ever produced so 
marvellous a piece of work as that before you." 

Captain Lincoln proceeded to relate sonjc of the 
strange fables aud fantasies, which, as it was impossible 
to refute them by ocular demonstration, had grown to 
be articles of popular belief, in reference to this old 
picture. One of the wildest, and at the same time the 
best accredited accounts, stated it to be an origiual aud 
authentic portrait of the BvH One, taken at a witch 
meeting near Salem ; and that its strong aud terrible 
resemblance bad been confirmed by several of the eoa- 
fessing wizards and witches, at tbcir trial, in open court. 
It was likewise affirmed that a familiar spirit, or demon, 
abode behind tbe blackness of tbe ]iicture, aud had shown 
himself, at seasons of public calamity, to more than one 
of the royal governors. Shirley, for instance, had be- 
tield this ominous apparition, on the eve of Qcnenl 
Aberctrombie's ^hamcrul and bloody defeat under t' 
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walls of Ticoiideroga. Many of the Berrants of the 
Province House had caught glimpses of a visage frown- 
ing down upon them, at morning or evening twilight, 
or in the depths of night, while raking up tlia fire th^t 
glimmered on the hearth beneatli ; although, if nnj were 
bold enongti to hold a torch before tbe pictuip, it would 
appear as bloclc and undistinguishable as ever. The old- 
est inhabitant of Boston recollected that his father, in, 
whose days the portrait had not wholly faded out of 
sight, had once looked upon it, hut would never auffier 
himself to be questioned as to tbe face which was thera 
represented. In connection with such stories, it was 
remarkable that over the top of the frame there n 
some ra^ed remnants of black silk, indicating that a 
■veil had formerly hung down hefore the picture, until 
the duskiness of time had so effectually concealed it. 
Sut, after all, it was tbe most singular part of the affair, 
that so many of the pompous gove 
setts had allowed the obliterated picture to 
tbe state chamber of the Prorinee House. 

" Some of these fables are really awful," 
Alice Vane, who had occasionally shuddered, a 
smiled, while her cousin spoke. "It would i 
worth while to wipe away the black surface of the 
canvas, since the original picture can hardly be so for- 
midable as those which faney paints instead of it." 

" But would it be possible," inquired her ci 
restore this dark picture to its pristine hues f " 

"Such arts are known in Italy," said Alice. 

The Lieut enant-Govemor had roused himseJf from 
his abstracted mood, and listcnod with a smile to t 
conversation of liis young relatives. Yet his v 
Bomethiiig pecniiar in its tones, when he tmdertoolc ti 
nation of tbe mystery, 
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" I am aorry, Alice, to destroj jow faith ii 
legends of whieli jou ara so fond," remarked lie ; " but 
nij antiquarian rescarclius have long since made me 
acquainted with the auhject of this picture, — if picture 
it can be called, — which ia no more visible, nor ever 
will be, tbao tlie face of the loog-buried man whom it 
onoe represented. It was tbe portrait of Edward Ran- 
dolph, the founder of this houae, a person famous in 
the history of New Englaod-" 

" Of that Edward Bandoljih,"- exclaimed Captain Lin- 
coln, "who obtained tlie repeal of the first provincial 
charter, under which our forefathers had enjojed almost 
democratic privileges ! He that was stjled the arch- 
enemj of New England, and whose memory is still held 
in detestation, as the destroyer of our liberties ! " 

"It was tlie same Randolph," answered Hutchinaon, 
moving uneasily in his chair. " It was his lot to taste 
the bitterness of popular odium." 

"Our annals tell na," continued the Captain of Cao- 
tle William, " that the enrse of the people followed this 
Randolph where he went, and wrought evil in all the 
subsequent events of his life, and that its effect was 
seen hkewise in the manner of his death. They say, 
loo, that the inward misery of that curse worked itself 
outward, and was visible ou the wretched man's coun- 
tenance, making it too horrible to be looked upon. If 
so, and if thb picture truly represented his aspect, it 
was in mercy that the cloud of blackness has gathered 

"These traditiona are folly, to one who has proved, 
as I have, how httle of iiietoric truth lies at the botfora," 
said the Lieutenant-Governor. "As regaids the life and 
character of Edward Randolph, too implicit credence has 
gjVftn to Dr. Cotton MatLei, who — I must say it, 
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though some of Ua blood nina in my veina — has filled 
onr early history with old womeo'a tales, as fanciful and 
eitravagant as those of Greece or Tlome," 

" And yet," ■whispered Alice Vane. " may not snch 
fa.bles hare a moral F And, methinks, if the viaage 
of this portrait be so dreadful, it is not without a 
eutise that it hiLs hung ao long in a chamber of the 
Province House. When the rulers feel themselvea irre- 
sponsible, it were T^ell that ihej should be reminded of 
the awful weight of a people's cnrae." 

The Lieulenant-Qovemor started, and gazed for a mo- 
ment at hia niece, as if her girlish fantasies hod struck 
upon some feehug in his own breast, which all his pol- 
. icy or principlea could not entirely suhdne. He knew, 
indeed, that Alice, in spite of her foreign education, 
retained the native aympntbiea of a New England girl, 

" Peace, silly child," cried he, at last, more harshly 
than he bad ever before addressed the -gentle Alice. 
"The rebuke of a king is more to be, dreaded than the 
clamor of a wDd, misguided multitude. Captain Lincoln, 
it ia decided. The fortress of Castle Williara most be 
occupied by the Hoyal troopa. The two remaining regi- 
ments shall be billeted in the town, or encamped «pon 
the Common. It is time, after years of tumult, and 
■ almost rebellion, that hia Majesty's government should 
have a wall of strength aboat it." 

"Trnst, air,— trust yet awhOe to the loyalty of the 
people," said Captidn Lincoh; "nor teach them that 
they can ever be on other terms with British soldiers 
than those of brotherhood, as when they fought side by 
side through the French war. Do not convert the streets 
of your native town into n camp. Think twice before you 
give up old Castle William, the key of the province, into 
other keeping than that of true-bom New-Englandaw." 
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" Young man, it is decided," repeated Hntetinson, 
rising from his chiur. " A British officer will be in 
attendauce this evening to receive the necessary inatmc- 
tioiia for the disposal of the troops. Tour preseuce also 
will be reqidred. Till tliea, farewell," 

With these words the IJeutenant-Governor hastily left 
the room, while Alice and her cousin more slowly fol- 
lowed, whispering together, and once pausing to glance 
back at the mysterious pictare. The Captain of-Caatte 
William fancied that the girl's air and mien were auch aa 
might have belonged to one of those spirits of fable — 
fairiea, or creatures of a more antiqne mythology — who 
Bometimes mingled their agency with mortal affairs, half 
in caprice, jet with a seusibQify to hnman weal or woe. 
As he held the door for her to pass, Alice beckoned to 
the picture and snuled. 

" Come forth, dark and evil Shape ! " cried she. "It 
is thine hour!" 

In the evening, Lieutenant-Governor Hutchinson sat 
in the same chamber where the foregoing scene had 
occurred, surrounded by sevoral persons whose various 
interests had summoned tliem together. There were the 
Selectmen of Boston, plain, patriarchal fathers of the 
people, excellent representatives of the old puritanical 
fonnders, whose sombre strength had stamped so deep 
an impress upon the New England character. Contrast- 
ing with these were one or two members of Council, 
richly dressed in the white wigs, the embroidered waist- 
coats, and other magniSoenco of the time, and making a 
somewhat ostentatious disjiay of conrtier-Hke ceremonial. 
In attendance, likewise, was a major of the British army, 
awaiting the Lieutenant-Governor's orders for the land- 
of the troops, which still remained on hoard the 
(ports. The Cnptam o! CM*.\e William stood beside 
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Hutchiusou's chuir, mtiv folded amis, glancing mtiier 1 

hauglitilj at tlie British officer, hj whom he was b< 

be superaeded iu his command. Oil a table, in tb 

ire of the chamber, stood a branched silver candlestick, 

throwing down the glow of half a dozen wai-lighta upon 

a paper apparently ready for the Lieutenant-Governor's 

sigtiatore. 

Partly shrouded in the volnmiuons folds oC one of the j 
wiadow-curtaius, which fell from the ceiling to the floor, 
was seen the white drapery of a lady's robe. It may | 
appear strange that Alice Vane should have been tbera, | 
at such a time; but there was something so childlike, ao 
wayward, in her aii^gular character, so apart from ordi- 
nary rules, that her presence did not surprise the few who ' 
noticed it. Meantime, the chairman of the Selectmen. < 
was addressing to the Lieutenant-Governor a long and 
solemn protest against the reception of the British troops 
into the town. 

"And if your Honor," cencluded this excellent but 
somewhat prosy old gentlemaji, "shall see fit to persist 
in bringing these mercenary sworders and musketeers 
into our quiet streets, not on our beads he the responsi- 
bility. Tlunk, sir, while thete is yet time, that if one 
drop of blood be shed, that blood sboll be an eternal 
stain upon your Honor's memory. You, sir, have writ- 
ten, with an able pen, the deeds of our forefathers. The ' 
more to be desired is it, therefore, that yourself should I 
deserve honorable mention, as a true patriot and upright j 
ruler, when your own doings shall be written down in 
history." 

" I am not insensihle, my good air, to the natural de- 
iire to stand well in the anniJs of my country," repUed 
Hutchinson, controlling his impatience into courtesy, 
r know 1 any better uetLod of attaining that end 



38 TWICE-TOLD TALES. 

£giire of B geotleman in a rich, but verj old-iksliioned 
dresa of embroidered velvet, witli a broad nifT and a 
beard, and wearing a liit, the brim of which over- 
ihadoved bis forehead. Beneath this cloud the eyes had 
a peculiar glare which was aLuost life-Uke. Tbe whole 
portrait started so distinctly out of the bactground, that 
it had the effect of a person looking- down from Ihe wall 
at the aatonisbed and awe-fitricken spectators. Tlie ex- 
pression of the face, if anj words can couvej an idea of it, 
was tbat of a wretch detected in some hideous guilt, and 
exposed to the bitter batred and laughter and withering 
scorn of a vast surroandiug nmltitnde. There was the 
struggle of defiance, beat«n down and overwhelmed bj 
tlie crusliiDg weight of ignominy. The torture of the 
soul had come forth upon the countenance. It seemed 
as if the pietare, while bidden behind the cloud of imme- 
morial years, had been all the tiu]e acquiring on intenser 
depth and darkness of expression, till now it gloomed 
forth again, and threw its evil owen over the present 
hour. Such, if the wild legend may be credited, was the 
portrait of Edward Randolph, as he appeared when a 
people's curse had wrought its influence upon his nature. 

"'T would drive me mad, ^ that awful face!" aaid 
Hutchinson, who seemed fascinated by the contemplation, 
of it. 

"Bd warned, then ! " whispered Alice. "He trampled 
on a people's rights. Behold his piuiishment, ^ and avoid 
a crime like his '. " 

Tbe Lieutenant-Governor actually trembled for an in- 
stant; but, exerting his energy, — which was not, how- 
ever, hb most characteristic feature, — he strove to shake 
off the spell of Raudolpb's countenance. 

;d he, laughing bitterly, as ho turned to 
have joa brought lutbBc jour painter's art,^ 
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your Italiiin spirit o 
— ami lliink to indu 
affairs of nations b; a 



— jou Iriciaofatageeffect, 
I ooun ila of rulers aud tlie 
ijJ w contrivaaces ? 



" Stay jet awLi a d he S tniau, as Hufchinson 
again saatclied tlie pen ; " for if ever mortal man re- 
ceived a warning from a tormented soul, jour Honor ia 
tliat man ! " 

"Away!" answered Hutcliinson, fiercely. "Though 
jonder senseless picture cried, ' Forbear ! ' it should not 

Casting a scowl of defiance at the pictured face (wLioh 
seemed, at that moment, to intensify the horror of its 
miserable and wicked look), he scrawled oh the paper, 
in characters that betokened it a deed of desperation, 
the name of Thomas Hutchinson. Then, it is said, he 
shuddered, as if that signature had granted away Ills sal- 
Tation. 

" It ia done," said he ; and placed his hand upon bis 

"May Heaven forgive the deed," said the soft, sad ac- 
cents of Alice Vane, like the voioe of a good spirit flitting 

When morning came there was a stifled whisper 
through the household, and spreading thence about the 
town, that the dark, mysterious picture had started from 
the wall, and spoken faca to face with Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor Hutchinson. If such a miracle had been wronght, 
however, no traces of it remained behind ; for within the 
antique frame, nothing could be discerned, aave the im- 
penetrable clond which had covered the canvas since the 
memory of man. If the figure had, indeed, stepped forth, 
it !md ^ed back, spirit-like, at the daydawn, and hidden 
itself behind a century's ohscuiitj, Toftttxfia^'S't*^ , 
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waa, that Alice Vane's secret for restoring tl 
tlie picture had merely effected a tempotary renovation. 
But tlioee who, in tliat brief interval, had beheld the aw- 
ful visage of Edward Randclpli, desired no second glance, 
and ever afterwards tremolcd at the recollection of the 
[ acene, as if an evil spirit had appeared visibly among 
"lein. And lis for Hntcbinson, when, &r over the ocean, 
is dying hour drew on, he gasped for breath, and com- 
I plained that be was cliokiiigwith the blood of tbe Boston 
isacre ; and Eraneis Lincoln, the former Captain of 
( Castle Wiiliam, who was standing at his bedside, per- 
■ ed a likeness in his frenzied look to that of Edward 
I Randolph. Did bis broken spirit feelj at tliatdread liour, 
L the traiuondous burden of a People's curse P 



At the conclusion of this miraculous legend, I inquired 
)f mine host whether the picture still remained in the 
I chamber over our heads; but Mr. Tiffany informed no 
tfaftt it had long since been removed, and was supposed 
I to be bidden in some out-of-tbe-waj corner of tlie New 
England Musenm. Perchance some curious antiqaary 
I way light upon it there, and, with the assistance oVISi. 
^ Howorth, tile pioture'Cleaner, may supply a not unneoea- 
I aary proof of the authenticity of the facts here set down, 
t During the progress of the story a storm had been gath- 
ering abroad, and raging and rattling so loudly in the 
upper regions of the Province House, that it seemed as 
it all the old governors and great men were running riot 
above stairs, while Mr. Eela Tiffany babbled of theiQ 
below. In the course of generations, when many peopla 
have lived and died in an ancient bouse, the whistling 
&e wind through its crannies, and the creaking 
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beams and lufterB, become strangely like the tones of tho 
human voice, or thnuderiDg laughter, or beav; footsteps 
treading the deserted chunbcrs. It is aa if the echoes 
of halt ft century were revived. Such were the gliostly 
sounds that roared and murmured in our ears, when T 
took leave of the circle round Ae fireside of the Province 
House, and plunging down ike doorsteps, fought my 
way homeward against a drifting saov-storm. 
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^tmadvisablc, however, to apealc too loiidlj of tlie ia- ^^M 

oreased custom of the house, lest Mr. Wuite should find ^^M 

it difficult to renew the lease ou so fsivonible terms as ^^M 

heretofore. ^^M 

Being thus welcomed ^ benefactors, neither Mr. Tifiiaaj ^^M 

nor myself felt aoj scruple is doing full justice to the good ^^H 

things tbut were set before us. If tlie feast were less ^^H 

ma^iiflceut than those same naiielled walls had TPitnKflapd ^^^ 



magiiiSceut than those same panelled walla had witnessed 
in a bygone oenturj, — if mine boat presided with some- 
what less of state, than might Lave befitted a auecesaor of 
therojal governors, — if the guests made a leas imposing 
show than the bewigged and powdered and embroidered 
dignitaries, who erst banqueted at the gubernatorial table, 
and now sleep within their armorial tombs on Cogp's 
Hili or round King's Chapel, — jet never, I may boldlj 
say, did a more comfortable little party asaemble in the 
Province House, from Queen Anne'a days to the Revo- 
lution. The occasion was rendered more interesting bj 
the presence ot a yenerable personage, whose own actual 
remiuiacences went back to the epoch of Gage and HowE^ 
and even supplied him with a doubtful anecdote or two 
of Hutchinson. He was one of that small, a:id now all 
but extinguished class, whose attachment to royalty, and 
to the colonial institutions and customs that were CDu- 
neoted with it, had never yielded to the democratic here- 
sies of after times. The jouug queen of Britain has not 
a more loyal subject in her realm — perhaps not ■ 
wbuld knee! before her throne with such reverential lov 
— than this old graadaire, whose head has whitened ' 
neath the mild sway of the Republic, which atUl, ia h' 
lower moments, he terms a usurpation. Yet prff 
so obstinate have not made him an ungentle or in 
cable companion. If the trutb must be told, the 
the aged loyalist has been of such a scrambling a. 
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broidered mantle, — which had been wrought bj the most 
ekilfiil arfist in Lnndon, and possessed even magical prop- 
erties of sdornmeut. On the present occasion, iinwever, 
she owed nothing to tLc witclierj of dress, being clad in 
B riding-habit -of velvet, which would hare appeared stiff 
and ungraceful on anj otber form. 

The coachman reined in his four black steeds, and the 

L -whole cavalcade came toapause in front of the contorted 

f -iron balustrade that fenced the Provinee Rouse from the 

rtenblic street. It was an awkward coincidence, that tlie 

bell of the Old South was just then tolling for a funeral; 

BO that, instead of a gladsome peal with which it waa 

cnstoLoary to announce the arrival of distmgTiiahed 

strangers, Ladj Eleanore Roehcliffe was ushered hy a 

doleful clang, as if calauiity had come embodied in lier 

beautiful person. 

" A very great disrespect ! " exclaimed Captain Lang- 
fbrd, an English officer, who had receufJy brought de- 
spatches to Governor Shnte. "The funeral should haTo 
been deferred, lest Lady Eleanore's spirits be affected by 
such a dismal welcome." 

" With your pardon, sir," replied Dr. Clarke, a physi- 
cian, and a famous champion of the popular party, 
" whatever the heralds may pretend, a dead beggar must 
have precedence of a liriDg queen. King Death oonfeiB 
high priv litres." 

These remarks were intetchanged while the speakere 
waited a passage through the crowd, which hud gathered 
on each side of the gateway, leaviug an open avenue to 
the portal of the Province House. A black slave in 1it« 
ery now leaped from behind the coach, and threw open 
the door; while at the same moment Governor Shuta 

(wiided the flight of steps from his mansion, to assist 
sdy £leaiiore ia eligWiiig. ^oltftia Gq^s.tviq'^^ -stately 
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appFoacIi was anticipated in a manner that excited gen- 
eral astooislunent. A pale joong mao, witU his blaok 
Lair all in disorderj rusiied from the throng, and pros- 
trated himsalT beside the ooacii, thus offering his person 
aa a footstool for Ladj Eleanore Rochcliffe to tread 
upon. She held hack an instant ; jet with an expres- 
siou as if douhtiug whether the joung ninn were worthy 
to beer the weight of her footstep, rather than dissatis- 
fied to receive snoh awful revereuce from a fellow- 
mortal. 

" Up, sir," said the GoTcrnor, sternly, at the same 
time lifting his cane over the intruder. "What nieana 
the Bedlamite by thia freak ? " 

" Nay," answered Lady Eleanore, playfully, but with 
more scorn than pity in her tons, " your Excellency shall 
not strike him. When men seek only to be traaipled 
upon, it were a pity to deny Ihera a favor so easily 
granted — and so well deserved ! " 

Then, though as lightly as a sunbeam on a cloud, she 
placed her foot upon the cowering form, and extended her 
hand to meet that oE the Governor, There was a brief 
interval, during which Lady Eleanore letamed this atll- 
tude ; and never, surely, was there an apter emblem of 
aristocracy and hereditary pride trampling on human 
symjiathies and the kindred of nature, than these two 
figures presented at that moniemt. Yet the spectators 
were ho smitten with her. beauty, and so essential did 
pride seem to the existence of such a creature, that llicy 
gave a simultaneous acclamation of applause, 

" Who is thia insolent joung fellow f " inquir 
tain Laugford, who still remained beside Dr. 
" If ho be in his seuaea, hia impertinence demar 
bastinado. If mad. Lady Eleanore should 
fcoin further iucouveniencs, by his confine' 
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viyidlj over tlie scene, iiriiigitig out its brilliwit poi 
strong rclLcl'; but slie gazed cairelesslj, and with 
and then on expression of weariness or 
■with sucli feminine grace, tliat lier aoditors scarcely 
ceived the mora! deformity of wliich it was tlie ntterancw. 
She beheld the spectacle not with yulgar ridicule, as dia- 
daining to be pleased with the provincial mockery of a 
court festival, but with the deeper scorn of one whoso 
spirit held itself too high to participate in the enjoyment 
of other human souls. Whether or no the reoolleotiona 
of those who saw her that evening were influenced by 
the strange events with which she was subsequently con- 
nected, so it was that her figure ever after recurred to 
them OS marlied by something wild and unnatural; el- 
Ihongb, at the time, the general whisper was of her ex- 
ceeding beanty, and of the indescribable charm which 
ber mantle threw around her. Some close observers, in- 
ijecd, detected a feverish Hush and alternate paleness of 
countenance, with a corresponding fl.ow and revulsion of 
spirits, and once or twice a painful and helpless betrayal 
of lassitude, as if she were on the point of siuking to tlia 
gronnd,' Then, with a nervous shudder, she seemed to 
arouse her energies, and threw some bright and playful, 
yet half-wiclted sarcasm into the conversation. There 
was so strange a characteristic in bcr manners and sen- 
timents, that it astonished every right-minded listener; 
till looking in her face, a lurking and incomprehensible 
glance and smile perplexed them with doubts both u to 
her seriousness aud sauitj. Gradually, Lady Eleanors 
Eonhcliffc's circle grow smaller, till oidy four gentlemen 
lemaiued in it. These were Captain Laiigford, the Eng- 

officer before mentioned ; a Virginian planter, who 
to Massachusetts on some political errand ; a 

ig Hpiscopal dergyman, the grandson of a British 
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Eftrl; and lastly, the private secretary of Giovernor 
Bhute, whose obsequiousness had 'non a sort of toler- 
ance from Lady Eleanore. 

At different periuds of the evediiig the liveried ser- 
vants of the Pfovineo House passed among the guests, 
bearing buge trajs of refrealimeiits, and Freuoh and 
Spanish wines. Lady Eleauore Bochcliffe, who refused 
to wet ber beautiful lips even with a bubble of cham- 
pagne, had snnk hack into a lai^e damask chair, appar- 
ently overwearied either witb the excitement of the 
scene or its tedium ; and wbile, for an instant, she was 
unconscious of voices, laughter, and music, a young man 
stole forward, and knelt down at her feet. He bore a 
salver in his hand, on which was a chased silver goblet, 
filled to the brim with wine, which he offered as rev- 
erentially as to a crowned queen, or rather with the 
awful devotion of a, priest doing sncriSce to his idol. 
Conscious that some one touched her robe. Lady 
Elcanore started, and unclosed her eyea upon the 
pale, wild features and dishevelled hair of Jerrase Hel- 
wjse. 

" Why do you haunt me thus P " said she, in a languid 
tone, bat with a kindlier feeling than she ordinarily per- 
mitted herself to express, "They tell me that I have 
done jou harm." 

" Heaven knows if that be so," replied the young man, 
solemnly. "But, Lady Eleanore, in requital of that 
harm, if such there be, and for your own earthly and 
heavenly welfare, I pray yon to take one sip of this holy 
wine, and then to pass the goblet ronnd among the 
guests. And this shall be a symbol that you have not 
sought to withdraw yourself from the chain of human 
sympathies, — which whoso would shake off must keep 
company with fallea angels." 
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"Wliere has tliis mad fellow fltobn that sacramentBl 
Teasel ? " exclaimed the Episcopal clergyman. 

This question drew the notice of the guests to the 
silver cup, which was recogtiizcd as appertaining to the 
communioa plate of the Old South Church ; and for 
aaglit that could be known, it was hrimming over with 
the consecrated wine. 

:s poisoned," half whispered the Govem- 



villain's throat ! " cried the Vir- 



" Perhaps it is 
or's secretary. 

"Pour it dowi 
ginian, fiercely. 

"Turn him out of the house!" cried Captain Laug* . 
ford, seizing Jervase Helwyse so roughly by the shauldi 
that the sacramental cup was overlurued, and its o 
tents sprinkled upon Lady Eleanore's mantle. 
er knave, fool, or Bedlamite, it is intolerable that t 
fellow should go at hirge." 

" Pray, gentlemen, do my poor admirer no harm," 
Lady Eleanore, with a faint and weary sznile. "^ 
him out of my sight, if such be your pleasure; for''9 
can find in my heart to do nothing hut laugh at h 
wliereas, in all decency and conscience, it would beo 
me to weep for the miacliief I have wrought ! ' 

But while the by-slanders were attempting to 1 ^ 
away the unfortunate youug man, he broke I'rom thai 
and with a wild, impassioned earnestness, offered 
and equally strange petition to Lady Eleanore. 
no other than that she sbould throw off the i 
which, while he pressed the silver cup of wine 
lier, she had drawn more closely around her form, 4 
as almost to shraud lierself within it. 

" Cast it from you ! " exclaimed Jervase Helwyse, 
, ing his hands in an agony of entreaty. " It may not Ji 
^Ti.tno Itte ! Qive the accursed garment to the B\ 
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But Ladj Eleanore, with a laugh of scorn, drew the 
rich folda of tlie embroidered maatle over her head, in 
such a fashion as to gire a completely new aspect to 
her beftutiful face, which — half hidden, balf revealed — 
seemed to helong to some beiug of mysterious character 
and purposes. 

" Farewell, Jervase Helwjse ! " said she. "Keep my 
image in your remembrance, as yon behold it now." 

" Alas, lady ! " he replied, in a tone no longer 
wild, but sad as a funeral bell. " We must meet 
shortly, when your face may wear another aspect; 
and that shall be the image that must abide within 

He made no more resiatanoe to the Tioleut efforts of 
the gentlemen and servants, who almost dragged him 
out of the apartment, and dismissed him rouglily from 
the iron gate of the Province Honse. Captain Laugford, 
who had been very active in this affair, was returning 
to llie presence of Lady Eleanore Uochcliffe, wlieii he 
encountered the phyaioian, Dr. Clarke, with whom he 
had held soijie casual tali, on the day of her arriYal. 
Tlie Doctor stood apartj separated from Lady Eleanore 
by the width of the room, but eying her with such keen 
sagacity, that Captain Laugford iuroluutariltr gave him 
credit for the discovery of some deep secret. 

"Yon appear to he smitten, after all, with the charms 
of this queenly maiden," said he, hoping thus to draw 
forth the physician's hidden knowledge. 

" God foi-hid ! " answered Dr. Clarke, with a grara 
smile; "and if you bo wise, you will put up the same 
prayer for yourself. Woe to those who shall he smitten 
by this beautiful Lady Eleanore ! But yonder stands 
the Governor, and I have a word or two for his pri- 
vate ear. Good night ! " 



B4 TWICE-TOLD TALES, 

He accordingly advanced to Governor Slmte, Mm'l 
dressed liim in ao low a tone that none of the bj-standn 
could oatch a word of what he sfiid; although the eaS 
den change of his ExcoUeney's hitherto cheerful viaiga' 
betolcened that the communication conld he of no agreo- 
ahle import. A very few moments afterwards, it was 
annonnced to the guests that an unforeseen circumstance 
rendered it necessary to put a premature close to tlie 
festival. 

The ball at the Province Honse supplied a topic ol 
conversation for the colonial metropolis, for some days 
after its occuiTenee, and might still longer have been 
the general theme, only tbat a subject of all-engrossing 
interest thrust it, for a time, from the public recollec- 
tion. This was the appearance of a dreadful epidemio, 
■which, in that age, and long before and afterwards, was 
wont to slay its hundreds and thousands, on both sidea 
of the Atlantic. On the occasion of which we speak, it 
was distinguished by a peculiar virulence, insomuch that 
it has left its traces^ its pit-marLs, to use an appro- 
priate figure — on the history of the country, the affairs 
of which were thrown into confusion by its ravages. At 
first, unlike its ordinary course, the disease seemed to 
confine itself to the higher circles of society, selectanf 
its victims from among the proud, the weli-bom, utd 
the wealthy, entering unabaahed into stately chambers, 
and lying down with tlic stumberers in sillten beds. 
Some of the most distinguished guests of the Province 
House — even those whom the haughty Lady Eleanoro 
EochclifTe had deemed not unworthy of her favor^were 
slrickon by this fatal scourge. It was noticed, with an 
ungenerous bitterness of feeling, that the four gentlemen 
— the Virginian, the British officer, the young clergy- 
mati. and the Governor's aeoretacj — who had been her— 
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most devoted attEodaiita on the eremag of the ball « 
the foremost on whom the plague-atroke fell. Bat the 
disease, punuiiig ita ouward progress, sooa cwised to be 
eiclasiTely a prerogative of aristocracy. Its red brand 
'was no longer conferred, like a. noble's star, or an order 
of knighthood. It threaded its waj through the narrow 
and crooked street nd nt d 1! 1 w mean, dark- 
some dwellings, a d I d I: haad of death upon the 
artisans and laboring class of tb t wu It compelled 
rich and poor tofltbnl bthn tben; and' 
atalking to and fro a ro the Th e HiU witb a fierce- 
ness which made t aim tan p til n there was 
that mightj conqueror — that scourge and horror of our 
forefetbers — the Smali-Pox ! 

We cannot estimate the affright which this plag^ie in- 
spired of yore, by contempkting it as the fanglesa moa- 
ater of the present day. We must remember, rather, 
with what awe we watched the gigantic footsteps of the 
Asiatic cbolera, striding from sbore to shore of the At- 
laatic, and marching like destiny npaa cities far remote, 
which flight had already half depopulated. There is uo 
other fear so horrible and unhuraanisiQg, as that which 
makes man dread to breathe Heaven's vital air, lest it 
be poison, or to grasp the hand of a brother or friend, 
lest the gripe of the pestilence should clutch him. Such 
was tbe dismay tbat now followed in the track of the 
disease, or rao before it throughout the town. Graves 
were bastily dug, and the pestilential relics as hastily 
covered, because the dead were enemies of the living, 
and strove to draw tbem headlong, as it were, into their 
own dismal pit. The public councils were suspended, 
as if mortal wisdom might relinquish its devices, now 
tbat an unearthly usurper had found bis way into the 
Had an enemy's fleet baea bj^\ws% 
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cn the coast, or hia aroiies trampling on C 
people would probably have committed their dofence (o 
that same direful conqueror, who had wrought tbek own 
oalamitj, and would permit no interference with luB 
swaj. This conqueror had a sjuibol of hia triumphs. 
It was B blood-red fiag, that ftultered in the tainted air, 
over tho door of everj dwelling into which the Small- 
Pox had rutered. 

Such a banner was long since waying over the portal 
of the Province House ; for thence, as was proved by 
tracklug its footsteps back, had all thia dreadful mia- 
ohief iaaued. It had beeii traced back to a lady's luiu- 
■ D0U3 chamber, — to the proudest of the proud, — to her 
V tbat was so delicate, and hardly owned herself of earthly 
mould, — to the haughty one, who took her stand abova 
human sjmpatluea, — to Lady Eleanore ! There ra- 
mauied no room for doubt, that the contagion had lurked 
in that gorgeous mantle, which threw so strange a grace 
around her at the festival. Its fantastic splendor had 
been conceived in the delirious brain of a woman on her 
death-bed, and was the last toil of her stiffening fingera, 
which had interwoven fate and misery with its golden 
threads. This dark tale, whispered at first, was now 
bruited far and wide. The people raved against the 
Iicniy Eleanore, and cried ont that her pride and bcoth 
had evoked a fiend, and that, between them both, Uiia 
monstrous evil liad been bom. At times, their rage and 
despair took the aerablance of grinning mirth ; and when- 
ever the red flag of the pestilence was hoisted over 
another, and jet another door, they clapped their 
hands and shouted through the streets in bitter mock- 
ery, "Behold a new triumph for the Lady Elea- 



Onc da;, in the midst of these dismal times, 
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figure approached (he portal of the Province House, and 
folding his arms, stood contemplating the scikrlet lioniief, 
which a paasiug breeze shook fitfullj, aa if to fling abroad ' 
the contagion tlat it typified. At length, climbing ona 
□f the pillars bj meuDS of the iron bi)lustrade, be took 
down the flag, aid entered the maasion, waving it above 
bis head. At the foot of the staircase be met tbe Gov- 
ernor, booted and spurred, with bia cloak drawn around 
him, evidently on the point of settmg forth upoa a 

"Wretched lunalie, what do jou seek here?" ex- 
claimed Shule, extending his cane to guard bimself from 
contact, "There is nothing here but Death. Backj — 
or you will meet him [ " 

"Death will not toacb me, the banner-bearer of the 
pestilence ! " cried Jervase Helwjse, shaking the red Dag 
aloft. " Death and the Pestilence, who wears the as- 
pect of the Lady Eleanore, will walk through Ihe streets 
to-night, and I mast march before them with this ban- 

"Whj do I waste worda on the fellow?" muttered 

the Governor, drawing his cloak across his month. 

" " What matters his miserable life, when none of ua are 

sure of twelve hours' breath P On, fool, to jonr own 

destruction! " 

He made way for Jervase Helwyse, who immediately 
ascended the staircase, hnt, on tbe first landing-place, 
was arrested by the firm grasp of a hand upon his 
sboulder. Looking fiercely up, with a madman's im- 
pulse to struggle with and rend asunder his opponent, 
he found himself powerless beneath a calm, stem eye, 
which possessed the mysterious property of quelling 
A«ni;y at its height. The person whom he had now 
wicunutered was tlie physician, Dr, Clarke, the duties 
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of whose sad professiou had led him to the Pravil 
House, where he was au infrequent guest in 
perous times, 

" Young man, what is your purpose F " demanded b 
'"I seek the Ladj Eleanore," answered Jervaae T~ 
wjse, submisaivelj. 

" All have fled from ber/' said the physician, 
do you seek her nowt I tell you, youth, her u' 
death -strickcD on the threshold of that fatal chai 
Know je not, that never came anch a cuj 
shores as tliis lovely Lady Eleanore ? — that her b 
has filled the air with poison? — that she 1 
pestilence and death upon the kad, from tbe folds of ^ 
accursed niimtle P " 

" Let me look upon her ! " rejoined the mad job 
more wildly, " Let me heboid her, in her awfnl b 
clad in the regal garments of the pestilence ! SI 
Death sit on a throne together. Let me kneel down \ 
fore them ! " 

" Poor yonfi I " said Dr. Clarke ; and, moved ll 
deep sense of human weakness, a smile of caust 
mor curled bis hp even then. " Wilt thou still w 
the destroyer, and surround her image with fantaaieaS 
more magnificent, the more evil she has wrought P T' 
man doth ever to his tyrants ! Approach, then 1 
ness, as I have noted, has that good efficacy, that it ij 
guard you from contagion ; and perchance itf 
may be found in yonder chamber." 

Ascending another flight of stairs, he tbrew ope 
door, and signed to iTervase Helwyse that he should (J 
ter. Tiie poor lunatic, it seems prohable, had cherii' 
a delusion that bis haughty mistress sat in state, v 
harmed herself by the pestilential influence, which, <f 
"bj ench^tinent, ^ aeatteced round about her.- 
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dreamed, no doubt, that her beauty was not dimmed, , 
but brigliteaed iuto superhiunau splendor. With such { 
auticipations, lie stole revereutiallj to the door at wbiet ^ 
ike phjaioian stood, but paused upon the threshold, 
gazing fearfull; iuto the gloom of the darkened cluun- 
bcr. 

" Where is the Ladj Eleanore ? " whispered he. 

"Call her," replied tiie physician. 

" Ladj Eleauore ! — Princess ! — Queeu of Death ! ' 
cried Jervase Helwjse, advancing three steps iuto the 
cbfluiber. '■' She is not here ! There, on yonder table, I | 
behold the sparkle of a diamond which once she 
upon her bosom, There," — ■ and he shuddered, — 
" l.hexe bangs her mantle, on which a dead woman 
broidered a spell of dreadful potency. But where is 
Lady Eleanore t " 

Something stirred witliin the silken curtains of a cano- 
pied bed ; and a low moan was uttered, which, listening 
intently, Jerrase Helwyso began to distinguish as a wo- 
man's voice, complaining dolefully of thirst. He fancied, 
even, that he recognized its tones. 

" M J throat! — my throat is seorched," murmured 
the voice. " A drop of water ! " 

"What thing art thou?" said the brain-stricken 
youth, drawing near the bed and tearing asunder its 
eurtaina. " Whose voice hast thou stolen for thy 
murmnrB atid miserable petitions, as if Lady Eleanors 
could be conscious of mortal infirmity? Fie! Heap 
of diseased mortahtj, why lurkeat thou in my ladj'a 
chamber F " 

"0 Jervase Helwyse," said the voice, — and as it 
spoke, the figure contorted itself, struggling to hide . 
its blasted face, — " look not now on the woman you 
once loved ! The curse of Heaven bath stricken m^ 
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because I would not call man mj brotlier, no 
Bister. I wrapped myself in pbibe as in a mantle, i 
Bconied the sjmpathjes of nature ; and therefore ] 
nature made this wretched body the medium of a dreajtl 
ful sjmpathj. You are avenged, — they are all avengedtS 
— nature is avauged, — for I am Eleanore Roob> T 
cliffe ! " 

The malice of his mental disease, the bittemea 
lurking at the bottom of his heart, mad as he wi|^~1 
for a blighted and ruined life, and love that had be^l 
paid with cruel scorn, awoke within the breast of J 
vase Helwyse. He shook hie finger at the wretoheA i 
girl, and the chamber echoed, the curtains of ^ f 
bed were shaien, with iiis outburst of insane merri* | 

" Another triumph for tlie Lady Eleanore ! " 
" All have, been her victims ! Who so worthj to be &0 I 
final victim as herselff " 

Impelled bj some new fantasj of lib crazed intdloo^ 
he snatched the fatal mantle aud rushed from the oham- 
ber and the house. That night, e. procession passed, lij* -. 
torchlight, through the streets, bearing in the midst tli6 
figure of a woman, enveloped with a richly embroideiwl 
mantle ; while in advance stalked Jervase Helwyse, waT- 
ing the red flag of the pestilence. Arriving opposite the 
Proviuec House, the mob burned the e£&gy, and a. etroag ' 
wind came and swept away^ the ashes. It was said, tba^ 
from that very hour, the pestilence ahated, as if its bwb; 
had some mysterious coimection, from the first plague- 
stroke to the last, witli Lndy Eleanore's Mantle. A re- 
markable uncertainty broods over that unhappy lady's 
fate. There is a belief, however, that, in a eettain 
chamber of this mansion, a female form may sometimes bfi 
duskily discerned, slmnking into the darkest comer, wkL- 
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muffling lier face within an emlitoidered manlle. Sop- 
posing the legend true, can this be other than the oace 
proud Ladj Eleoiiore ? 



Mine host, sud the old loyalist, and I bestowed uo 
little waroith of applause upon this narrative, in which 
we had all been deeply interested; -for the render can 
acarcelj eoneeive how nnapeakablj the effect of sach a 
tale is heightened, wliea, as iu the present case, we may 
repose perfect coniidenee in the veracity of him who 
teUs it. For my own part, knowing how scrupulous 
is Mr. Tiffany to settle the foundation of hia facts, I 
could not have helieved him one whit the more faith- 
fnlly, had he professed himself an eye-witness of the 
doings aud sufferings of poor Lady Eleanore, Some 
sceptics, it is true, might demand documentary evidence, 
or even require him to produce the embroidered mantle, 
forgetting that — Heaven he praised — it was consumed 
to a^hea. But now the old loyalist, whose blood was 
warmed by the good cheer, began to talk, in his turn, 
about the traditions of the Province House, and hinted 
that he, if it were agreeable, might add a few rerainis- 
'ceuoes to our legendary stock. Mr. Tiffany, having no 
eSiaae to dread a rival, immediately besought him io 
favor us with a specimen ; my own entreaties, of course, 
were urged to the same effect ; and our venerable guest, 
well pleased to find willing auditors, awaited only the 
return of Mr. Tliomas Waite, who had been suomioned 
forth to provide accommodations for several uew arrivals. 
Perchance the public — but be this as its own caprice 
and ours shall settle the matter— may read the result 
in another Tale of the Fnivtnce House. 
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t Lavbg Tesmned the chair, he, i 
I aa Mr. Tiffauy and mjself, expressed 

j eagerness to he made acquainted irith the story 

to which lie loyalist had alluded. That venerable man 
first of all saw fit to moisten his throat irith another 
glaaa of wine, and then, turning his face f«warda our 
coal-fire, looked sleadfastlj for a few momeats into the 
depths of its cheerful glow. Finally, he poured forth a 
great fluency of speech. The generous liquid that he 
had imhibed, while it warmed his age-chilled hlood, like- 
wise took off the chill from his heart and mind, and gave 
him an energy to think and feel, which we could hardly 
have expected to find beneath the snows of fourscore 
winters. His feelings, indeed, appeared to me more 
excitable than those of a younger man ; or, at least, 
the same degree of feeling manifested itself by more 
yisible effects, than if his judgment and will had pos- 
l sessed the potency of meridian Ufe. At the pathetic 
I jMsages of his narrative, he readily melted into tears. 
I when a breath of indiguation swept across his 91 ' ' 
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the blood iusked bis witbered visage even to the roots 
of his whita hair ; and he shook liis clinelied fist at the 
trio of peacefnl auditors, seeming to I'ttncj enemies 
in those who felt very liiiidly towards the desolate old 
souL But ever and onou, sometimes in the midst 
of his moat earnest talk, this ancient person's intellect 
would wander vaguely, losing its hold of the matter in ' 
hand, and groping for it amid miatj shadows. Then 
would he cackle forth a feeble langh, and express a 
donbt whether hia wits — for by that phrase it pleased 
oar ancient friend to signiiy hia mental powers — were 
not getting a little the worse for wear. 

Under these disadvantages, the old loyalist's story re- 
quired more revision to render it fit for the public eye, 
than those of the series which have preceded it; nor 
should it be concealed, that the sentiment and tone of the 
« e^ir may have undergone some alight, or perchance more 
than slight metamorphosis, in its transmission to the 
reader through the medium of a thorough-going demo- 
crat. The tale itself is a mere sketch, with no involution 
of plot, nor any great interest of events, yet possessing, if 
I have rehearsed it aright, that pensive influence over the 
mind, which the shadow of the old Province House flings 
npon the loiterer in its court-yard. 



The hour had come — the hour of defeat and humilia- 
tion — when Sir Williani Howe was to pass over the 
threshold of the Province House, and embark, with no 
such triumphal ceremonies as he once promised himself, 
on board the British fleet. He bade his servants' and 
military attendants go before him, and lingered a moment 
in the loneliness of the mansion, to quell the fierce ei 
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tious tbrit struggled in Lis bosoni us irith a death-throb. 
Preferable, theiij would be bave deemed his fate, had a 
warrior's dentil left him a claim to tlie narrow territory 
of a grave, witbiu tbe soil which the King had given him 
to defend. With an ominous perception that, as his de- 
parting footsteps echoed adowii the staircase, the sway of 
Britain was passing forever from New "England, he smote 
his clinched band on bis brow, and cursed the destiny 
that had flung the shame of a dismembered empire upon 

" Would to God," cried he, hnrdlj repressing his tears 
of rage, " that the rebels were even now at the doorstep ! 
A blood-stain upon the floor should then bear testimouy 
that tbe last British ruler was faithful to his trus!.." 

The tremulous voice of a woman replied to his ex- 
clamation. 

"Heaven's cause and the King's are one," it said- ' 
"Go forth, Sir William Howe, and trust in Heaven to 
bring hack a Royal Goveruor in triumph." 

Subduing at once the passion to which he liad yielded 
only in the faith that it was unwitnessed. Sir William 
Howe became conscious that an aged woman, leaning oa 
a gold-headed staff, was standing betwixt hltn and the 
door. It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt almost 
immemorial years in this mansion, until her presence 
seemed as inseparable irom it as the recoUections of its 
history. She was tbe daughter of an aocient and once 
eminent family, which had fallen into poverty and decay, 
and left its last desceudaot no resource save the bounty 
of the King, nor any shelter eicept within the walls of 
the Province House. An office iu the household, with 
merely nominal duties, had been assigned to her eb a 
pretext for the payment of a small pension, the greater 
irt of which she expended iu adQiuing herself witt 
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Bntiqae magnificence of attiFe. The claims of lElstlieT 
Dudley's gentle blood were acknowledged by all the snc- 
cesaive g^overaors ; and they treated her witii the puno- 
tiliouH courtesy which it was her foible to demand, not 
always with success, from a neglectful world. The only 
actual share which she assumed In the business of the 
mansion was to glide throngh its passages and public 
chambers, late at night, to see that the servants had 
dropped no Are from their flaring torches, nor left embera 
crackling and blazing on the hearths. Perhaps it was 
this ini'ariable custom of walking her rounds in the liuBb 
of midnight, that caused the superstition of the times to 
invest the old woman with attributes of awe and mystery; 
fabling that she had entered the portal of the Proviuce 
HoQse, none knew whence, i* the train of the first royal 
governor, and that it was her fate to dwell there tiU the 
last should have departed. But Sir William Howe, if he 
ever heard this legend, had forgotten it, 

"Mistress Dudley, why are jou loitering here?" 
asked he, with some severity of tone. " It is my pleas- 
ure to be the last in this mansion of the King," 

"Not so, it it please jour Excellency," answered the ■ 
time-stricken woman. "This roof has sheltered me 
long. I will not pass &om it until they bear me to the 
tomb of my forefathers. What other shelter is there 
for old Esther Dudley, save the Province House or the 

" Now Heaven forgive me ! " said Sir Wilham Howe 
to himself. "I was about to leave this wretclied old 
creature to starve or beg. Take tliis, good Mistress 
Dudley," he added, putting a purse into her hauds. 
" King George's head ou these golden guineas is sterUng 
yet, and will contmue so, I warrant you, even should the 
rebels crown John Hancock their tiiig. "SXiBh. ■jM.-Ra'^ 
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buy ft better shelter thaa the Province Honse can now 

" Whila the burden of life remaina upon me, I will 
have no other shelter than this roof," persisted Esther 
Dudley, striking her staff upon the floor, with a gesture 
that expressed immovable resolve. " And when jour 
Eicellencj returns in triumph, I will totter into the 
porch to welcome jou." 

" My poor old friend ! " answered the British General j 
and all his manly and maTtial pride could no longer re- 
strain a gush of bitter tenrs, " This ia an evil hour for 
JOU and me. The province which the King intrusted to 
my charge is lost. I go hence in miafortune — perchance 
in disgrace — to return no more. And you, whose pres- 
ent being is incorpora(e<^ wit h the past, — who have 
seen governor after governor, in statelj pageantrj, ascend 
these steps, — -whose whole life liBBbeenan observance of 
majestic ceremonies, and a wontbip of the King, — how- 
will jon endure the change P Come with us ! Bid fare- 
well to a land that has shaken off its aUegiancc, and lire 
still nnder a royal government, at Halifax." 

"Never, never!" said the pertinacious old dame. 
"Here will I abide; and King George shall still havoone 
true subject in his disloyal province." 

"Beshrew the old fool! "muttered Sir "William Howe, 
growing impatient of her obstinacy, and ashamed of tba 
emotion into which he had been betrayed. "Slie is the 
very moral of old -fashioned prejudice, and couid exist 
nowhere but in this musty edifice. "Well, then. Mistress 
Dudley, since you will needs tarry, I give the Province 
House in charge to jou. Take this key, and keep it safe 
until myself, or some other royal governor, shaO demand 
it of you." 

Smiling bitterly at himself and her, he took the he« 
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key of the Proviiire House, and delivering it into tlie old 
kdj's handa, drew his cloak aruund him for departure. 
As tlie General glanced back at Esther Dudley's nnlique 
figure, he deemed her well fitted for such a cliarge, as ' 
being so perfect a representative of the decayed past, — I 
of an age gone by, with its miuinera, opinions, faith, and , 
feelings, all fallen into oblivion or scorn, — of what had 
once been a reality, but was now merely a vision of faded , 
magnificence. Then Sir William Hone strode forth, i 
smiting hia clinched hands together, in the fierce anguish 
of his spirit; and old Esther Dudley was left to keep' 
watch in the lonely Province House, dwelling there with 
memory ; and if Hope ever seemed to fiit around her, still 
it was Memory in disguise. 

The total change of affairs that ensued on. the depart- 
ure of the British troops did not drive the venerable lady 
from her stroiigliold. There was not, for many yeara 
afterwards, a governor of Massachusetts ; atid tlie magis- 
trates, who had charge of such matters, saw no objection 
to Esther Dudley's residence in the Province House, es- 
pecially as they must otherwise have paid a hireling for , 
taking care of the premises, which with her was a labor , 
of love. And so they left her, the undisturbed mistress i 
of the old historic edifice. Many and strauge were the 1 
fables which the gossips whispered about her, in all the 
chimney-corners of the town. Among the tirae-wora. 
articlea of furniture that had been left in the mansion, 
there was a tall, uiitique mirror, which was well worthy 
of a tale by itself, and perhaps may hereafter be tlio theme 
of one. The gold of its heavily wrought frame wa 
nished, and its surface so blurred, that the old woi 
figure, whenever she paused before it, looked indistinct < 
and ghost-like. But it was the general belief that Estber 
oonld cause the governors of the overthrown dynasty. 
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with the beantifnl ladies vbo had once ad 
lestivak, the Iniltin chieb who had eome i^ fe 
I'roviiice House to hold coaucil or swear aDegianei 
grim provincial warriors, the seTere clergTmBii, — 
short, ail the pageantrj of gone days, — all the SgartS " 
that ever swept across the broad plate of glass in former 
limes, — she could cause the whole to reappear, and peo- 
ple the inner world of the niirror with shadows of old life. 
Such legends as these, together with the singularil; of 
her isolated existence, her age, and the inSrmit; that each 
added winter fluug upon her, made MistreES Dudley the 
object both of fear and pity ; and it was partly the result 
of either sentiment, that, amid all ihe angry license of the 
times, neither wrong nor insult ever tell upon her unpro- 
tected head. Indeed, there was so mnch liaughtiness ill 
her demeanor towards intruders, among whom she reck- 
oned all persons acting nnder the new authorities, th^ it 
was really an aSair of no small nerve to look her in the 
face. And to do the people jusiJce, steru repuhhcans as 
they had now become, they were well content tbat the old 
geullewoDian, in her hoop petticoat and faded embroidery, 
should still haunt the palace of ruined pride and over^ 
thrown power, the symbol of a departed ayatem, embody- 
ing B history in her person. So Estlier Dudley dvrelt, 
year after year, in the Province House, still reverencing 
all that others bad flung aside, still faithful to Ler King, 
who, so long OS lliB venerable dame yet held her post, 
might be said lo retain one true subject in New Sngiand, 
and one spot of the empire that had been wrested from 

And did she dwell there in utter loneliness? Humor 
said, not so. Whenever her chill and withered heart 
desired warnitb, she was wont to siunuion a black slavs 
of Governor Shirley's from the blurred mirror, and send 
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Mm in aearcli of guests who had long ago been familiar 
in tliose deserted chambers. Forth went the sable mes- 
senger, with the starhght or tlie mooashiue gleaming 
through him, and did his errand in the hurial-grouiid, 
knocking at the iron doors of tombs, or upon the marble 
Blabs that covered them, and whispering to those within, 
"My mistress, old Esther Dudley, bids you to the Prov- 
ince House at midnight." And pnnctuidly as the clock 
of the Old South told twelve, came the shadows of the 
Ohvers, the Hulchinsons, the Dudleys, all the grandees 
of B bygone generation, gUding beneath the portal into 
the well-known mansion, where Esther mii^led with thera 
as if she likewise were a shade. Without vouching for 
the truth of such traditions, it is certain that Mistress 
Dadlej sometimes assembled a few of the standi, though 
crestfallen old tones who had lingered in the rebel town 
during those days of wrath and tribulation. Out of a 
oobwehbed bottle, containing liquor that a royal governor 
might have smacked his lips over, they quaffed healths to 
the King, and babbled treason to the Eepiiblio, feeling 
as if the protecting shadow of the tlirone were still flung 
around them. But, draining the last drops of their liquor, 
Mey stole timorously homeward, aud answered not agam, 
if the rude mob reviled them in the street. 

Tet Esther Dudley's most frequent and favored guests 
were the children of the town.. Towards them she was 
never stem. A kindly and loving nature, hindered else- 
where from its free course by a thousand rocky preju- 
dices, lavished itself upon these little ones. By bribes of 
gingerbread of her own makkig, stamped with a royal 
crown, she tempted their snnny sportiveness beneath the 
gloomy portal of the Province House, aud would often, 
beguile them to spend a whole play-day there, sitting in. 
. circle round the verge of her hoop petticoat, greedily , 
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ali^ntive to ber stories of a dead world. And when & 
little bojs and girls stole fortli again from llie daik, i 
terions mansion, they went Jbcwildcred, full of old feel] 
that grayer people had loDg ago forgotten, rubbing tl 
eyes at tbe world around them as if the; had gone a> 
into ancient times, and become children of the pasi 
home, wten their parents asked where thej had k 
such a weary while, and with whom they had b( 
plaj, the children would tulk of all the departed wortiaa 
of the province, as far bsek as Governor Belcher, ns 
the haughty dame of Sir William Fliipps. It wool 
seem as though they had been sitting on the kneeg a 
these famous personages, whom the grave had h'"" 
for half a century, and had toyed with the emhroidei744S''l 
their rich waistcoats, or roguishly pulled the long oi ~ ' 
of their Bowing wigs. " But Governor Belcher h 
dead this many a year," would the mother say to hi^ J 
little boy. " And did yuii really see him at the pTOTii^Si^V 
HouseP" "O, yes, dear motberl yes!" tlu h^l 
dreaming child would answer. "But when old Esth^^V 
had done speaking about him he faded away ont rf i^' ] 
chair." Thus, without affrighting her little guests, .rtif 
led them by the hand into the chambers of her owndead^' 
late heart, and made childbood's fancy discern the ghpst^ | 
that haunted tliere. | 

Living so continually in her own circle of ideas, IBtA.'* 
never regulating her miod hj a proper reference tov' 
present thiugs, Esther Dudley appears to have groVOi 
partially crazed. It was found thitt she had no tigfi^ 
sense of the progress and true state of the RevolutioMlji ^ 
War, but held a constant faith that the armies of finttuit^ 
were victorious on every field, and destined to be f^ir 
niately triumphant. Wheuever the town rejoiced £ 
_l»ttle won by Washington, or Gates, o 
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GreenB, tile news, in passing through the door of the 
ProyiECe HoaaGj as through the ivorj gate of dreams, 
hecume nietainorphosed iuto a straage tiile of the prowess 
of Howe, Clintou, or CoriiwaJlis. Sooner or later, it 
was her inviucible belief, the colonies would be prostrate 
at the footstool of the King. Sometimes she seemed to 
take for granted that such vas alreadir the case. On 
one occasion, she startled the towns-people bj a brill- 
iant illmninatiou of the Province House, with candles at 
everj pane of glass, and a trajjspareucy of tiie King's 
initials and a crown of light, in the great balcony win- 
dow. The lignre of the aged woman, in the moat gor- 
geous of her mildewed velvets and brocades, waa seen 
passing from casement to casement, until she paused be- 
fore the balcony, and flonrished a huge key above her 
head. Her wrinkled visage actually gleamed with tri- 
umph, as if the soul within her were a festal lamp, « | 

"What means this bkie of light? What does old 
Eslher'a joy portend?" whispered a spectator, "It is 
frightful to see her gliding about the chambers, and re- 
joicing there without a soul to bear her company." 

" It is as if she were making merry in a tomb," said 
another. 

"Pshaw! It is no such mystery," oTjserved an old 
man, after some brief exercise of memory. "Mistress 
Dudley is keeping jnbilee for the King of England's 
birthiiaj." 

Then the people laughed aloud, and would have 
Uirowu mud against the blazing transparency of the 
King's crown and initials, only that they pitied the 
poor old dame, who waa so dismally triumphant amid 
the wreck and ruin of the system to which she appCT' 
tained. 

Oftentiraea it wm her euatom ta dniAi \.V«. ■^leMTj ' 
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case that wound upward l.o tbe cupola, and thence attratH 
her dimmed eyesight seaward and couutrjwardj watcliing 
for a British leel, or for the march of a grand proces- 
sion, with the King's banner flouting over it. The pas- 
sengers in the street below would discern her anxious 
visage, and send up a shout, " When the golden lu- 
diiui ott tiie ProTiJice House shall shoot his arrow, and 
when the cock on the Old South spire shall crow, iLen 
look for a rojal governor again ! " — for this hjid grown 
a bjword through the town. And at lasl, after long, 
long jears, old Eather Dudlej knew, or perchance slic 

f fluly dreamed, tint a royal governor was on the eve o( 
etuming to the Province House, to receive the heavy 
*ey which Sir William Howe had coniniilted to her 
f -obarge. Now it was tha fact, that intelligence bearing 
some laint analogy to Esther's version of it, was current 
among the t«wns-peopIe. She set the mansion in tbe 
best order that her means allowed, and arraying herself 
in silks and tarnished gold, stood long before the blurred 
mirror to admire her own magnificence. As she ga^ed, 
the gray and withered kdy moved her ashen lips, mur- 
muring half aloud, talking to shapes that she saw within 
the mirror, to shadows of her own fantasies, to the hoiuiB- 
hold friends of memory, and bidding them rejoioe with 
her, and come forth to meet the governor. And while 
absorbed in this communion. Mistress Dudley heard the 

' iramp of many footsteps in the street, and looking ont 

" i the window, beheld what she construed as the rojal 
ernor*s arrival. 
"O happy day ! O blessed, blessed hour ! " she ei- 

I iclaimed. "Let me but bid him welcome w 

. tol, and mj task in tlie Province House, s 

I, ia done ! " 

Then with tottering feet, which age and tremulou 
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eaused to treaA amiss, she hurried down the grand stair- t 
I, hor silks sweeping and rusthng as she went, so tliat | 
the sound was as if a traio of spectral courtiers v 
thronging from ttio dim mirror. And Eatlier Dudlej 
fencied, that as soon as the wide door should be fluiigj| 
open, all the pomp and splendor of hjgoue times wouldO 
pace nmjestiaail; into the Fiovince House, and the ^IdedV 
tapestrj of the past would be brightened by the sunshinal 
of the present. She turned the key, — withdrew it froin 1 
the lock, — unclosed the door, — and stepped across tii6.^ 
threshold. Advancing up the ODurt-jard appeared a 4 
person of most dignified mien, with tokens, as Esther ^ 
interpreted them, of gentle blood, higb rank, and long- 1 
accastoriied authority, even in his walk and every ges- I 
tnre. He was richlj dressed, but wore a gouty shoe, ' 
wliich, however, did not lessen the statelinesa of his gait. J 
Around and behind him were people in plain civierl 
dresses, and two or three war-worn veterans, evidently. I 
officers of rank, arrayed in a uniform of blue and bult. I 
But Esther Dudley, firm in the belief that had fastened ' 
its roofs about her heart, beheld only tlie principal per 
sonage, and never doubted that this was the long-looked 
for governor, to whom she was to surrender i 
charge. As he approached, she inToluntarily sank down i 
ou. her knees, and tremblinglj held forth the heavy key. 

"Hcceive my trust 1 t^e it quickly!" eried she; 
" for methinks Death is striving to snatch away my tri- 
umph. But he cornea too late. Tiiank Heaven for this 
blessed hour! God save King George!" 

" That, madam, is a strange prayer to he offered up 
at such a moment," replied the unknown guest of the 
Province House, and courteously removing his hat, he 
offered his arm to raisB the aged woman. " Yet, in rev- 
erence for your gray hairs and long-te^ Wii,''ie«"a. 
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In that woe muiskrc, — m that lerj chamber, — 
■ virfiuiie of history had been told off into honn, I7 fin 
Mme loice tliai was now trembling in the air. Uu^ ft 
gOTemor had tteard those midnight accents, and hinged 
lo escfaange his stately cares for slamber. And as few 
mine host, and Mr. Bela Tifianj, and the old lojalis^ 
and me, we bad babbled about dreams of the past, until 
we almost fancied that the clock was still stciking is a 
bjgone ceotary. Neitbcr of us woald have wondered, 
had a boop-petticoBted phantom of Esther Diidler tottered 
into the cliamber, walking her rounds in the hush of 
midnight, as of jore, and motioned us to quench the 
fading embers of the fire, and leave the historic predncta 
lo lier^clf and her kindred shades. Cut as no such vision 
was vouchsafed, I retired unbidden, and would advise 
Mr. Tiffimj to lay hold of another auditor, being resolred 
not to show mj face ia iLe Province House for a good 
while hence, — if ever. 
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HAT a singular moment is tlie first one, when J 
'lave hardly begun to recollect yourself I 

J after starting from midnight eluinber ! By n. 

g your eyea so auddeiUy, yoa seem to hare BurpriseS 1 
the personages of yuur dream iu fuU couvoeation round M 
your bed, aud catch one brood glance at tbetn before th^ I 
caji flit into obscurity. Or, to ™ry the metaphor, 
iind yourself, for a single instant, nidc awake in. thati a 
rcuhu uf illuaioTis, n^hitber sleep has been the passporl^ I 
and heboid its ghostly inhabi tants aod wondrous scenery, I 
witli a perception of their strangeness, such aa you ncverjl 
attain while the dream 13 undisturbed. The distant oc 
of a church-cloek is borne faintly on tbe wmd. Ton | 
question with yourself, half seriously, whether it has 
stolen to your waking ear from aome gray tower, that 
stood within tbe precincts of your dream. While yet ia 
suspense, another clock flings its heavy clang ovai 
slumbering town, with so full and distinct a sound, and, I 
such a long munnnr in the neighboring air, that yon ars \ 
certain it must proceed from the steeple at the nearest ^ 
corner. Yon count the strokes — one — two, and tliero i 
tbey eeaae, with a booming sound, like the gathering of 
■ third stroke within the belL 
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If jou could clioose an honr of wakefulness otit of tt 
vliole night, it would be this. Since jour sober bedtuni _^ 
at eleven, you have had rest enoagli to t«ke off tbe preas^ 
nre nf jesterdaj's fetigue ; "while before joo, till the bi 
comes from "far Catbay" to brighleu your window, the 
is almost the space of a summer uiglit ; one boar to B 
spent in thought, with the mind's eye half shut, and h 
in pleasant dreams, and two in that strangest of enj^ 
nients, the forgetfulneas alike of joy and woe, T" 
moment of rising belongs to another period of time, s 
appears so distant, that the plunge out of a narm. I 
into the frosty air cannot yet he anticipated with dismi 
Yesterday has already Tanishei! among the shadows of 1^ 
past; to-morrow has not yet emerged from the fiitni 
Ton bavH found an intermediate space, where the b 
ncss of life does not intrude ; where the passing mo 
Kngers, and becomes tmly the present ; a spot fl 
Father Time, when he thinks nobody is watching h 
sits down by the wayside to take breath. that 1) 
would fall asleep, and let mortals live on without growi 

Hitherto JOU hare lain perfectly still, because % 
sliglitest molion would dissipate the fragments of y 
siumber. Now, being irrevocably awake, yon. ; 
through the hidf-drawn window -curtain, and oha 
that the glass is ornamented with fanciful devioet | 
frostwork, and that each pane presents something like 
frozen dream. There will he time enough to trace out t] 
analogy, while waiting the summons to breakfast. Se 
through the clear portion of the glass, where the alive 
mountain-peaks of the frost scenery do not ascend, t 
most conspicuous object is the sleeple, tbe white spin a 
_ .which directs you to the wintry luslre of the firmamop^ 
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IS jiiat told the hour. Sucl a froBty sky, ai\d the 
enow-covered roofs, and tiie long viata of the frozen 
street, all white, and the distant water hardened into 
rock, migiit make jou shiver, even under four blankets 
and a woollen comforter. Yet loot at that one glorious 
star! Its beams are distiuguishabla from all the rest, 
and actoallj cast the shadow of the casement on the bed, 
with a radiance of deeper hue than moonlight, though 
not so accurate an outline. 

You sink down and mufllB your head in the clothes, 
shivering all the while, but less from bodily chill than 
the bare idea of a polar atmosphere. It is too cold even 
for the thoughts to venture abroad. You speculate on 
the Inxurj of wearing out a whole existence in bed, like 
an oyster in its shell, couteat with the sluggish ecstaaj 
of inaction, and drowsily conscioua of notliing but deli- 
cious warmth,' such as you now feel again. Ah 1 that 
idea has brought a hideous one in its train. Tou think 
how tlie dead are lying in their cold shrouds and narrow 
coffiuB, ttiruugb the drear winter of the grave, and can- 
not persuade your funoy that they neither shrink nor 
sliiver, when the snow is drifting over their little hillocks, 
and the bitter blast howls against the door of the tomb. 
TIjsL gloomy tb'bugbt will collect a. gloomy multitude, 
and throw its complexion over your wakeful hoxtr. 

In the depths of every heart there ia a tomb and a 
dungeon, though the lights, the music, and revelry above 
may cause us to forget their esiatence, and the buried 
ones, or prisoners whom they hide. Bat sometimes, 
and oflenest at midnight, these dark receptacles are flung 
wide open, In an hour like this, when the aiiai has a 
passive sensibility, but no active strength ; when the 
imagination is a mirror, impsrting vividness to all ideas, 
without the power of selectlug or controlling them j then 
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praj that jour griefs maj slumber, and the brotherhood 1 1 
of remorse not break their chain. It is too late ! 
neral train comes gliding by your bed, in which Passion 
and Feeliug assume bodily shape, and things of Ibe mind 
become dim spectres to tic eye. There is your earliest 
Sorrow, a pale young mourner, wearing a sister'a like- 
ness to first love, sadly beautiful, with a hallowed sweet- 
ness in her melancholy features, and grace in the flow of 
her sable robe. Nest appears a shade of mined loveli- 
ness, with dust among her golden hair, and her bright 
garments all faded and defaced, stealing from jour 
glance with drooping head, as fearful of reproach; she 
was your fondest Hope, but a delasive one; so call her 
Disappointment now, A sterner form succeeds, with a 
brow of wrinkles, a look nnd gesture of iron authority ; 
there ia no name for him unless it be Tatality, an em- 
blem of the evil influence that rules your fortunes; a 
demon to whom jou subjected yourself by some error at 
the outset of life, and were bound his skve forever, by 
once obejiug him. See ! those fiendish lineaments gra- 
ven on tl)e darkness, the writhed lip of scorn, the mock- 
erj of that living eje, the pointed finger, tonctiiug the 
sore place in jour heart ! Do you remember any act of 
enormous foUy, at which you would blush, eveu in the 
remotest cavern of the earth ? Then reeognizE your 
Shame. 

Pass, wretched band 1 Well for the wakeful one, 
if, riotously miserable, a fiercer tribe do not surround 
him, the devils of a guilty heart, tliat holds its hell 
within itself. What if Eemorse should assume the 
features of an injured frietid P Wliat if the fieud should 
come iu woman's garments, with a pale beauty amid sin 
and desolation, and lie down by youi- side ? What if he - 
should stand at your bed's fool, in the likeoess of % 
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corpse, with a bloody stain upon the sliroad ? SufEcient 
without snch guilt is thb nightmare of the soul ; this 
heavy, heavy ainlting of the spirits ; this wintry gloom 
about the heart ; this indistinct horror of the mind, 
blending itself with t!ie darkness of the chamber. 

By a dasperate effort, you start upright, breaking from 
a sort of conscious sleep, and gazing wildly round the 
bed, as if the fiends were anywhere bat in your hannted 
mind. At the same moment, the slumbering embers on 
the hearth send forth a gleam which palely illuminates 
the whole outer room, and flickers through the door of 
the bedchamber, but cannot quite diepel its obscurity. 
Tour eye searches for whatever may remind you of the 
living world. With eager minuteness, yon take note of 
the table near the fireplace, the book with an ivory knife 
between ita leaves, the unfolded letter, the hat, and the 
fallen glove. Soon the flame raniahes, and with it the 
whole scene is gone, though its image remains an instant 
in your mind's eye, when darkness has swallowed the 
rejJitj. Throughout the chamber, there ia the same ob- 
scurity aa before, but not the same gloom within yonr 
breast. As your head falls back upon the piUow, you 
think — in a whisper be it spoken — how pleasant in 
these night sohtudes would be the rise and fall of a 
Hofter breathing than yonr own, the slight pressure of a 
tenderer bosom, the quiet throb of a purer heart, impart- 
ing its peaoefulness to your troubled one, as if the fond 
sleeper were involving yon in her dream. 

Her influeoce is over jou, though she have no eiist- 
ence but in that momentary image. Yon sink down in 
a flowery spot, on the borders of sleep and wakefulness, 
while yonr thoughts rise before you in pictures, nil dia- 
CDuneoted, yet all assiuiijated by a pervading gladaome- 

e and beauty. The wheeling of gorgeous squadrons. 
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tlut fitter in (lie bud, b sinececded bj the n 
of childreii round the door of a scfaotd-boiiae, lj<ui.tffc 
the ghmmering skulov of old trees, at the comer of a 
rustic lane. Yuu stand in the sonn; nin of « smniiOT 
■bower, and wander amuog the sunny trees of an aotDm- 
Qol wood, and look upward at the brightest of «U rain.- 
bovs, overarching the unbroken sheet of snow, on the 
American side of Niagara. Your mind straggles pleaa- 
sntlj between the dancing radiance round the heartL ot 
a votuig man and bia recent bride, and (lie twittering 
flight of birds in Bpiing, abont their new-made nest. 
You feel the metry bocmding of a ship before the 
breeze; aiid watch the twieful feet of rosy girls, as 
thej twine their last and merriest daoce in a splendid 
ballroom ; and Cud yourself in the brilliant circle of a 
crowded theatre, as the curtain falls over a light and 
wry scene. 

With an involuntary start, you seize hold on con- 
RCionsness, and prove yourself but half awoke, by mn- 
ning a doubtful parallel betvetn homan life and the 
hour which has now elapsed. In both you emerge 
from mystery, pass through a vicissitude thai jou can 
but imperfectly control, wid are borne onward- to an- 
I other mystery. Now comes the peal of the dts(aut 
\ elock, with fainter and fainter strokes as you plunge 
further into the wilderness of sleep. It is the kncU of 
a temporary deatL Yuur spirit has departed, and straja 
like a free citizen, among the people of a shadowy world, 
hehoJiiing strange sights, yet wilhout wonder or dismay. 
So calm, purhaps, will be the final change ; so iindis- 
turbed, as i! among familiar things, the euliuuce of llu> 
soul to its Ettirual ilume I 



THE VILLAGE UNCLE. 

AN LMAGINAEY RETROSPECT. 

|^fl|^|jyOME ! auother lag upon the hearth. Trae, our 
fflroll little parlor is comt'ortable, especially here, where 
l^li^S the old tnaiL sits ia his old arm-ckuT; bat on 
Thanksgiving night the blaze should dance higher np 
the chimney, and send a, shower of sparks into the 
outer darkness. Toss on an armful of those dry oak 
chips, the last relics of the Mermaid's knee-timbers, the 
bones of your namesake, Susan. Higher yet, and clearer 
he the blaze, till our cottage windows glow the ruddiest 
in the village, and the light of oar household mirth 
flash far across the bay to Naliant. And now, come, 
Susan, come, my children, draw your chairs round me, 
all of you. There is a dimness over jonr flgurea ! You 
sit quivering indistinctly with each motion of tlie blaze, 
which eddies about jou like a flood, so that you all have 
the look of visions, or people that dweU only in the fire- 
light, and will vanish from existence, as completely as 
your own shadows, when the flame shall sink among 
the embers. Hark ! let me listen for the swell of the 
surf; it should be audible a mile utland, on a night like 
this. Yes ; there I catch the sound, but only an imoer- 
tain murmur, as if a good way down over tiie beach; 
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though, by the almanac, it is high tide at eight o'clook, 
and the biEows must now be dashing within thirty yard* 
of our door. Ah! the old man's ears are failing him; 
and so is his eyesight, and perhaps tiis mind; else yon. 
would not aJl be so shadowy, in the blaze of liib Thanks- 
giTing Are. 
How strangely the Past is peeping over the shoulders 

I of the Present ! To judge by my recollections, it is but 
' momenta since I sat in another room ; yonder 

I model of a vessel was not there, nor the old chest of 
drawers, nor Susan's profile and miue, in tlvat gilt frame j 
nothing, in short, except this same fire, which glimmered 
on books, papers, and a picture, and half discovered my 
solitary figure in a looking-glass. But it was paler ttem. 
my rugged old self, and younger, too; by almost half a 
century. Speak to me, Susan; speai, my beloved ones; 
for the scene is glimmering on my sight again, and at 
it brightens you fade away. 0, I should bo loath to 
lose my treasure of past happiness, and become onco 
more what I was then; a hermit in the dejitha of my 
own mind; sometimes yawning over drowsy volumes, 
and anon a scribbler of wearier trash than what I read ; 
a man who bad wandered out of the real world and got 
into its shadow, where bia troubles, joys, and vicissitudes 
were of such slight stuff, that he hardly knew whether 
he lived, or only dreamed of living. Thank Heaven, 
I am an old man now, a:id have done with all aucli 
vajiities ! 

Still this dimness of mine eyes I Como nearer, Snaaa, 
and stand before the fullest blaze of the hearth. Now 

^Z behold you illuminated from head to foot, in yonr 
'ean cap and decent gown, with tlie dear lock of gray 
iss your forehead, and a quiet sniile about yoin 
Baoutli, while the eyes alone are concealed, by the ■ 
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gleam of the fire upon jour specfieles. There, ynn 
made me tremble again ! When the flame quivered, 
my sweet Sdsau, you quii'ered with it, and grew indis- 
tinct, as if melting into the warm liglit., that my last 
glimpse of jou might be as visioDiry as the first was, 
full manj a jear since. Do you remember itP Yon 
stood on the little bridge, over the brook, that runs 
across King's Beach into the sea. It was twilight; the 
waves rolling in, the wind sweeping hy, the orimson 
clouds fading in the west, and the ailver moon bright- 
ening ahove the hill; and on Oie bridge were you, flut- 
tering in the breeze like a sea-bird that might skiin away 
at your pleaaure. Tou seemed a daughter of the view- 
less wind, a creature of the ocean foam and the crimson 
light, whose merry life was spent in dancing on the crests 
of the billows, that threw up their spray to support your 
footsteps. As I drew nearer, I fancied jou atin to the 
race ot mermaids, and thought how pleasant it would he 
to dwell with you among the quiet coves, in the shadow 
of the clifls, and to roam along secluded beaches of the 
purest sand, and when our northern shores grew bleak, 
to haunt the islands, green and lonely, lar amid summer - 
seas. And yet it gladdened me, after all this nonsense, 
to find yoa nothing but a pretty young girl, sadly per-' 
plexed with the rude behavior of the wind about yoar 
petticoats. 

Thus I did with Susan as with most other things in 
my earlier days, dipping her image into my mind and 
coloring it of a thousand fantastic hues, before I could 
see her as she really was. Now, Susan, 
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apace for the narrow and sandy street between | 
beach in front, aiid a precipItouB Lill that 
rock; forehead in the lear, among a waste of ji 
bnshea and the wild growth of a broken pasture. 
Tillage was picturesque, in the variety of its 
though all were rude. Here stood a little old 
built, perhaps, of drift-wood, there a row of boat-hi 
and beyond i.hem a two-story dwelling, of daii i_ 
weather-beaten aspect, the whole intermixed witli ^ 
or two snug cottages, painted white, a 
pigsties, and a shoemaker's shop. Two groceij- 
stand opposite each other, in the centre of the 
These were" the places of resort, at their idle ht 
a hardy throng of fishermen, in red baize abit 
cloth troasers, and boots of brown leather coveii 
whole leg; true seven-leagne boots, but fitter b 
the ocean tiian wnlfc the earth. The wearers 
amphibious, as if they did hut creep out of salt 
to SUB themselves; nor would it have been w( 
to see their lower limbs covered with clusters 
shellfish, SQch as cling to rocks and old ihip-l 
over which the tide ehbs and flows. When their | 
of boats was weather-bound, the bulchera raised 
price, and the spit was busier than the &ymg-p 
this was a place of fish, and known as such, Ui 
country round about;. I lie vety air was fishy, 
perfumed with dead scnjpins, hardheads, and d( 
strewn plentifiilly on the beach. You ; 
the village is bnt little changed, since jour mother ^ 
I were young. 

How like a dream it wa.i, when I heat 
111 water, one pleasant moTmng, and saw that the 
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hud dashed iU spruj over me aud mwle me a, fisherman. I 
Tbere were the tarpauling, the bai/B sliirt, the oil-clolh 
trousers aud seven-league boots, aud there uij own fea- 
tures, but 80 reddened with sunburn and sea-breeaea, 
that inethouglit I had auotber face, and on other shoul- 
ders too. The sea-gulls and the loous, and I, had now 
all one trade ; we slummed the creslsd waves and sought 
our pre; beneath them, the man with as keen eiijoj- 
uent as Uie birds. Always, when the east grew purple, 
I launclied mj dory, mj Ultle flat-bottomed skiff, aud 
rowed oroas-handed to Point Ledge, tbe Middle Ledge, 
or, perhaps, beyond Egg Eock ; often, too, did I anchor 
off Dread Ledge, a spot of peril to ships unpilotedi aud 
sometimes spread an adveaturou.3 sail and tracked across 
the |bay to South Shore, casting my lines in sight of 
Seituate. Ere nightiall, I hauled my skiff high and dry 
ou the beacb, laden with red rock-cod, or the white- 
bellied ones of deep water ; haddock, bearing the black 
marks of St. Peter's Angers near the gills ; the long- 
beardcd hake, whose liver holds oQ enough for a luid- 
nigbt lamp; aad now and then a mighty hahbut, with 
a back broad as my boat. In the autumn, I trolled and 
caught those lovely fish, the mackerel. ^Wlieu tbe wind 
was high, — when the whale-boats, accliored off the 
Point, nodded their slender masts at each other, aud 
the dories pitched and tossed in tbe surf, — when Na- 
liaut Beach was thundering three miles off, and tbe 
spray broke a hundred feet in air, round the distant 
base of Egg Rock, — when the brimful and boisterous 
sea threatened to tumble over tbe street of our tillage, 
— then I made a holiday on shore. 

Many such a day did I sit snugly in Mr. Bartlett's 
store, attentive to the yams of Uncle Parker; uncle to 
the whole village, by right of seniority, but of 
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binod, with no kindred in 'New England. His fij 
before me now, enthroned upon a mackerel-barrel ;' 
lean old man, of great height, but bent with years, i 
twisted into an nncouth shape hj seven hroken li 
furrowed also, and weather-w^om, as if every gale, 
the better part of a centui'j, had caught liim soraewl 
on the sea, Ke looked like a harbinger of tempest, 1 
shipmate of the Hying Dutchman. After i: ' " 

voyages aboard men-of-war and merchant-men, 6 
schooners and chebacco-boats, the old salt had I: 
master of a handcart, which he daily tnmdled a 
vicinity, and sometimes blew his fish-horn tiirough % 
streets of Salem. One of Uuele Parker's eyes had 1 
blown out with gunpowder, and the other did but g 
mer in its socket. Turning it upward as he s 
was hia delight to tell of cruises against the French, u 
battles with his own shipmates, when he and a 
nist used to be Geat«d astride of a sailor's chest, i 
fastened down by a spike-UEd! through hia trousetB, a: 
there to fight it out. Sometimes he expatiated o 
delicious flavor of the liagden, a greasy aiid gooae-li 
fowl, which the sailors catch with hook and line onfi 
Grand Banks. He dwelt with rapture on a 
He winter at th»Isle of Sables, where he had gladde 
himself, amid polar snows, with the rum and sugar a 
from the wreck of a West India schooner. And w 
fiillj did he shake his fist, as he related how a par 
Cape Cod men had robbed him and his companto&s 4 
their lawfiJ spoil, and sailed away with every keg of o" 
Jamaica, leaving him not a drop to drown bis si 
Villains they were, and of tliat wicked brotherhood w 
are said to tie lanterns to horses' tails, to mislead t 
mariner along tlie dangerous shores of the Cape. 
Even now I seem to sea the group of fiahenne 
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that old snlt ill Ibe midst. One EgUow sits on tlie coim- 
aecond. bestrides au Oit-barrel, a third lolls at hla 
L on a parcel of new cod-lines, and another has 
planted the tanj seat of his trousers on a heap of salt, 
which will shortly be sprinkled over a lot of fish. Tiiej 
are a likely set of tiieu. Some buTC voyaged to the East 
Indies or the Pacific, and most of them have sailed in 
Marblehead schooners to Newfoundland ; a few have been 
no farther than the Middle Banks, and one or two bare 
always fished along tlie sbore ; hut, as Uncle Parker used 
to say, they have all beea christened in salt water, and 
know more than men ever learn in the bushes. A curi- 
ous figure, bj way of contrast, is a fish-dealer from far- 
up country, listening with eyes wide open to aarrativea 
that might startle Sindbad the sailor. Be it well with 
jon, mj brethren ! Ye are all gone, some to jonr graves 
ashore, and others to the depths of ocean ; but my faith 
is strong that ye are hiippy ; for whenever I behold your 
forms, whether in dream or vision, each departed friend 
is puffing ilia long-nine, and a mug of the right black- 
strap goes round from hp to lip. 

But where was the mermaid in those delightful times P 
At a certain window near the centre of the villago ap- 
peared a pretty display of gingerbread mea and horses, 
pictnrB-books and ballads, small fish-hooks, pins, needles, 
Bugar-plums, and brass thimbles, articles on which the 
young fishermen used to espend their money from pure 
gallantry. What a picture was Susan behind the coun- 
ter! A sleader maiden, though the child of ru^ed 
parents, she had the slimmest of all waists, brown hair 
curling on her neek, and a complexion rather pale, ewjept 
when the aea-breeae flushed it. A few freckles became 
beauty-spots beneath her eyelids. How was it, Susan, 
that you talked and acted so carelessly, yet always for the 
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all Lis pathway, — fliough not, perliaps, while he n 
treading it. But, when posterity should gaae bacl 
the gloom of what was now the presentj they ^ 
trace the brightness of his footatepSj brightening 1 
meaner glories faded, and confess, that a gifted o; 
passed from liis cradle to his tomb, with none to 

"Aa jet," cried the stranger, his cheek glowii^ a 
his eye flashing with enthixsiaflm, — "aa yet, I hayo d 
nothing. Were I to vaiiisli from the earth to-mor 
none would know so much of me as you ; tJiat a 
youth came up, at nightfall, from the viiUey of the B 
aud opened his heart to you in the evening, aj 
through the Notch, by sunrise, and was seen 
Not a soul would ask, 'Who was he? Whither d 
the wanderer go P ' But, 1 Cannot die till I hare achiera 
niy destmy. Then, let Death come ! 1 shall have b 
my moiiuineut ! " 

There was a continual flow of natural emotion, goahil 
forth amid abstracted revecy, which e " ' ' 
to understand this youug man's seutiments, though i[ 
foreign from their own. With quick sensibility of 
ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had bi 
betrayed. 

" You langh at me," said be, taking the eldest daof 
tet^s hand, and laughing himself. "Yon think i 
ambition as nonsensical as if I were to freeze n 
to death on the top of Mount Washington, only t 
people might spy at me from the country round a' 
And truly, that would be a noble pedestal for a n 

"It is better to sit here by this fire," answered the ^ 
bloshing, "and be comfortatile and contented, though ]fl 
"" ■ ' thinks about us." 
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"I aappose," said ber father, after a fit of mosing, 
" there is sometbiug natural in what the young man bajs ; 
and if my mind had been turned that waj, I might liave 
felt just the same. It ia strange, wife, how h'm talk has 
set my Lead running on things tbat are pretty certain 
UEVer to come to pass." 

" Perhaps they may," observed the wife. " Is the maa 
thinking what he will do when he is a widower P " 

" No, no ! " cried he, repelling the idea with reproach, 
ful kindness. " When I thint of your death, Esther, I 
Ihink of mine, too. But I was wishing we hod a 
farm, in Bartlett, or Bethlehem, or Littleton, or 
other township round the White Mountains ; but not 
where they could tumble on our heads. I should want 
to stand well with my neighbors, and be called Squire, 
and sent to General Court for a term or two; for a 
plain, honest man may do as much ga*d there as a 
lawyer. And when I shoald be grown quite an old 
man, and you an old woman, so as not to be long apart, 
I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all 
crying around nic. A slate gravestone would suit me 
as nell as a marble one, — with just my name and age, 
and a verse of a hymn, and sometliing to let people 
know that I lived an honest man and died a Christian," 

"There now!" exclaimed the stranger; "it is our 
nature to desire a monument, be it slate, or marble, or a 
pillar of granite, or a glorious memory in the universal 
heart of man." 

" We 're in a strange way, to-night," said the wife, 
with tears in her eyes. "They say it's a sign of some- 
thing, when folks' minds go a wandering so. Hark to 
the childreo ! " 

They listened accordingly. The younger children had 
put to bed in another room, but with an oQen doac 
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between, so lliat the; could be heard talking bnsil^ Bi 
tlieiDEelves. One and nil seemed to hFiye caught i\ 
fection from tbe fireside circle, and were outvying e 
other in wild wisbea and childish projccta of .wh 
woidd do when thej came to be met 
length, a little boy, instead of addressing his brothers bi 
siatera, called out to his motjier. 

" I 'R tell yon what I wish, mother," cried he. 
want you and father and graudma'm, and all of us, boH I 
the stranger too, to start right away, and go and ti^ 4 I 
drink out of the basin of the Flume ! " _" 

Nobody could help laughing st the child's iiotion of'J 
leariiig a wann bed, and dragging them from a (iheed|4 I 
fire, to Tisit the baein of tbe Flume, — a brook iriiioli |^ 
tumbles oyer the precipice, deep within the Notch. The 
boy bad hardly spoken, when a wagon rattled along the 
Toad, and stopped a moment before the door. It ap- 
peared to contain two or three men, who were cheering 
their hearts with the rough chorus of a scng, which re- 
sounded, in broken notes, between the cliffs, while the 
singers hesitated whether to continue their journey, or 
put up here for the night. 

"Father," saui the girl, "they are caUiug you hj 

But the good man doubted whether they had really 
called him, and was unwilling to show himself too solici- 
tous of gain, by inviting people to patronize his house. 
He therefore did not hurry to the door ; and the imk 
being soon applied, the travellers plunged iulo the 
Notch, still singing and laughing, Ihoogh their music 
and mirth came back drearily from the heart of the 
mouDtain. 

"There, mother!" cried the boy, again. "They'd 
haye given us a ride to tbe Flume." 



THE AMBITIOUS QUEST. 



105 



Again they laughed at the child's pErtiuacioua fancj 
for a night ramble. But it happeaed, that a light cloud 
passed OTer the daughter's spirit; she looked gravely 
into the Are, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. 
It forced its way, in spite of a little struggle to repress it. 
Then starting and blushing, she looked quickly round the 
oirele, as if .they had caught a glimpse into her bosom. 
The stranger asked what she had been thinking of. 

"Nothing," answered she, with a downcast smile. 
"Oniyl felt lonesome just then." 

" O, I have always had a gift of feeling what is in other 
people's hearts !" said he, half seriously. "ShaD I tell 
the secrets of yours ? For I know what to think, when 
a young girl stivers by a warm hearth, aud complains of 
lonesomeoess at her mother's side. Shall I put these 
ieelings into words ? " 

"They would not he a girl's feelings any longer, it 
they could be put into words," replied the mountain 
nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye. 

All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of love was 
springing in their bcarts, so pure that it might blossom 
in Paradise, smce it could not he matured on earth ; for 
women worship suet gentle dignity as his ; and the 
proud, contemplative, yet kindly sool is oftaiest capti- 
vated hy aimphcity like hers. But, while they spoke 
softly, and he was watching the happy sadness, the light- 
aome shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden's nature, , 
the wmd, through the Notch, took a deeper aj " " 
sound. It seemed, as the fanciful stranger said, like the 1 
choral strain of the spirits of the blast, who, in old In- f 
dian times, had their dwelling among these mountains, ' 
and made their heights and recesses a sacred region. 
There was a wail, along the road, as if a funeral t 
passing. To chase away the gloom, the familj ti 
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" Old fttlkii Ltne tbok liutkius," suid slje, " 
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bi'l'jii b!ii' i."juii» tv liw gravr ? CiuldrEii, it w^ h 
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" Wliiii it it, uwtlii'j'F'' cried tlie liitsbaiid ssi i 

'rii«t tlw old woiinui, witi luj sir of nijsleij, i 
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iu-i •n'lhiiiiif-iHj. But, UiiB evciiiog, an old 
(l/Ni luui »lmii|fKlv rtwurrrd (a lier. It used U 
iu hut ymnffit aajti, UuA, it anytliuig were ai 
B m>ri>iie. If unly IJm rulT wors not emuotli, oi 
4i'l ii'it «nt rJipit, the curiwe, in the coffin and I 
ilia tiliih, w<iulil ulrive tu |iut up its cold tuindi i 
Vr'tiii{" it. Till! I)uj'« (ImuKiit "ladi! lier u 

*' Ihm'l tftik wj, Kmiidiiiutlicr I " Mud the girl, a 
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"Now," continued tlie old womau, with singular ear- 
neatness, yet Broiling strangely at her own toUy, " I 
want one of you, my children, — wlieu your mother 
is dreascd, and in the cofflti,^! want one of yon to hold 
a looking-glass over my face. Who knows but I may 
take a glimpae at myself, and see whether all 's right P " 

" Old and joang, we dream of graves and monuments," 
marmured the stranger youth. " I wonder how mari- 
ners feel, when the ship is sinking, and they, unknown 
and undistbgaished, are to be huried together in the 
ocean, — that wide and nameless sepulchre?" 

For a moment, the old wo'man's giiastly conception 
so engrossed the minds of her hearers, that a sound, 
abroad in the night, risbg like the roar of a blast, had 
grown broad, deep, and terrible, before Ihe fated group 
were conscious of it. The house, and all within it, 
trembled; the foundations of the earth seemed to be 
shaken, as if this awful sound were the peal of the last 
tramp, Young and old eicbanged one wild glance, and 
remained an instant, pale, aOrighted, without utterance, 
or power to move. Then the same ahrirk burst simulta- 
neously from all their lips. 

" The SHde ! The Slide 1 " 

The simplest words must intimate, but not portray, 
the unutterable horror of the catastrophe. The yictims 
rnshed from their cottage, and sought refuge in what 
they deemed a safer spot, — where, in contemplation of 
such an emeigeuey, a sort of barrier hod been reared. 
Alas I they had quitted their security, and fled right into 
the pathway of destruction, I>own came the whole side 
of the mountain, in a cataract of ruin. Just before it 
reached the house, the stream Isroke into two branches, 
— shivered not a window there, but overwhelmed the 
whole vicinity, blocked up the road, and BiLuiL\vvbixA. 
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eterjUuag in its dreadftil course. Long ere 
ot lliat great Slide had ceased to roar amo^ the n 
tahu, the mort^ agon; had been cDdiued, and tha tJth 
tiuii vere at peac«. Tbeir bodies were never tbnnd. 

Tlie next morning, the light smoke vas seen stealia^ 
from the cottage chiume;, up the aoimtaia.side. TVitiua, 
the Qre was jet smouldering on the hearth, and Ute ehui» 
in n circle round it, as if the inhabitants hud but gone fi»lll 
to tiew the devastation of the SHde, and would shorty 
return, lo thuuk Heaveu for their miraculous escape. 
All had left separate tokens, by which those who hacl 
known the family were made to shed a tear for each. 
Who haa not heard their name? The story has bceiL 
told far and wide, and will forever be a legend of tkeBe- 
inoiintiiinB. Poets have sung their fate, 

Tlicre were circuniatanccs which led some to suppose 
that a strauger had been received into the cottage on. &m 
awful night, and had shared the catastrophe of all ita in> 
innl«S, Others denied that there were sufficient ground 
for such a conjecture. Woe, for the high-soiUed yo^tli, 
with his dream of earthly immortality ! His name and 
[icrson utterly unknown ; his history, his way of life, his 
plwiB, a mystery never to he solved; hia death and lot 
existence equally a doubt I Whose was the agony. of 
that death moment F 
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J AST night, between eleyeu and twelve o'clock, 
when the Old Year was leaving lier final foot- 
prints ou the borders of Time's empire, she 
fonnd herself in puas&ssion of a few spare moments, and 
Bat down — of all places in the world — on the steps of 
our new City Hall, The wintry moonlight showed that 
she looked weary of body, and sad of heart, like many 
another wayfarer of earth. Her garments, having been 
exposed to mnch foul weather, and roogh usage, were 
in very ill condition; and as the hurry of her journey 
had never before allowed her to take an instant's rest, 
her shoes were so worn as to be scarcely worth the 
mending. Bat, after trudging only a little dietance far- 
ther, this poor Old Year was destined to enjoy a long, 
long sleep. I foi^t to mention, that when she seated 
herself on the steps, she depoaited by her side a very 
capacious bandbox, in which, as is the cnstom among 
travellers of her sex, she carried a great deal of valuable 
property. Besides this luggage, there was a folio book 
under her arm, very ranch resembling the annual volume 
of a newspaper. Placing this volume across her knees, 
and resting her elbows upon it, with lier forehead in 1 
hacida, the weary, bedraggled, world-worn Old Year 
heaved a heavy sigh, and appeared to he taking no very 
gleasBnb retrospect of her past existeaoB. 
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While fihe thus awaited the miiinight ksetl, that 
to summon her to the innumersble sisterhood of depattedl 
Years, there eaine a young tnaidea treadicg liglitsotnelf 
on tiptoe along the street, from the direction of the Bait- 
road Depot. She was evidently s stranger, and perhaps 
had come to town by the evening train of cars. There 
was a smiling cheerfulness in this fair maiden's fcc^ 
wliieii bespolic her fiilly confident of a kind reception 
from the multitude of people, with whom she was soon 
to form acquaintance. Her dress was rather too aiqf 
for the season, and was bedizened with flnttering ribbona 
and other Vftmties, which were likely soon to be rent 
away by the fierce storms, or to fade in the hot sunahine, 
amid which she was to pursue her cbangefnl course. 
But still she was a wonderfiUly pleasant looking figoT^ 
and had so much promise aod such an indescribabia 
hopefulness in her aspect, that hardly anybody could 
meet her without anticipating some very desirable thing 
— the consummation of some loiig-songht good — from 
her kind offices. A few dismal characters there may be, 
here and there about the world, who have so often been 
trified with by young maidens as promising as she, 
that they have now ceased to pin any faith upon the 
skirts of the New Tear. But, for my own part, I have 
great faith in ber; and sbould I live to see fifty more 
such, still, from each of tliose successive sisters, I shall 
reckon upon receiving something that will be worth living 
for. 

The New Tear — for this young maiden was no less 
a personage — carried all her goods and chattels in ft 
basket of no great size or weight, which bung upou her 
arm. She greeted the disconsolate Old Year with great 
affection, and sat down beside her ou the steps of tbe 
CSty Hall, waiting foe the avgual to be^ her lamhlea 
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_ I the world. The two were own sislera, being 
bolli granddaughters of Time; imd though oae looked 
so much older than the other, it was rather owing to 
hardships and trouble than to age, since there was but 
a twelyemonth'a difference betvreeu them. 

"Well, my dear sister," said the New Year, after the 
first salntations, ";ou look almost tired to death. What 
have jou been about during your sojourn in ihia part of 
Infinite Space?" 

"0, I have it all reoorded here in my Book of 
Chroniules," answered the Old Year, b a heavy lone. 
" There is nothing that would amuse you ; and jou will 
Boon get sufficient knowledge of such matters from 
your own personal experience. It is but tiresome 
reading." 

Neyertheless, she turned orer the leaves of the folio, 
and glanced at them by the light of the moon, feeling 
an irresistible spell of interest in lier owu biography, 
although ifa incidents were remembered without pleas- 
ure. The Tulume, though she termed it her Book of 
Chronicles, seemed to be neither more nor less than the 
Baleni Gazette for 1838 ; in the accuracy of which jour- 
nal this sagacious Old Year had so much confidence, that 
she deemed it needless to record her history with her 
own pen. 

"What Lave you been doing in the political way ? " 
asked the New Year. 

"Wliy, my course hero in the Dniled Slates," said 
the Old Year, — " though perhaps I ought to blush at - 
the confession, — my political course, I must acknowl- 
edge, has been rather vacillatory, sometimes inclining 
towards the Wliigs, — then causing the Administration 
party to sbont for triiunph, — and now again uplifting 
what seemed the almost prostrate baa.xi.w lA *&.% ^^i^-^si- 
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utioQ ; SO tbat historifttis "will bard!; know what to mabi 
of we, in this respect. But the Loco Focos — " 

" I do not like these party nicknames," interrupted 
her si3l«r, who seemed remarkably touchy about some 
points. "Perhaps we shall part in better humor, if we 
avoid any political discussion." 

" Wilii all my heart," replied the Old Year, who had 
alread; been tormented half to death with squabbles of 
this kind. " I care not if the names of Whig or Tory, 
with their interminable brawls about Banks and the Sub- 
Treasury, Abolition, Texas, the Florida War, and a mil- 
lion of other topics, — wiiich jou will learn soon enough 
for your owu comfort, — I care not, I saj, if no whisper 
of these matters ever reaches mj ears again. Yet they 
have occupied so ki^ a share of mj attention, that I 
scarcely know what else to tell you. There has indeed 
been a curious sort of war on the Canada border, where 
blood has streamed in the names of Liberty and Patriot- 
iam; but it must remain for some future, perhaps far 
distant Year, to tell whether or no those bo!y names have 
been rightfully invoked. Nothing so much depresses 
me, in my view of mortal afeira, as to see high energies 
wasted, and human Hfe and happiness thrown away, for 
ends that appear oftentimes uuwtse, and still oftenec 
remain unaccomplished. But the wisest people and the 
best keep a steadfast faith that the progress of Mankind 
is onward and upward, and that the toil and anguish of 
the path serve to wear away the imperfeclions of the Im- 
mortal Pilgrim, and will be felt no more, when they have 
done their office." 

" Perhaps," cried the hopeful New Tear, — " perhaps 
I shall see that happy day ! " 

" t doubt whether it be so close at hand," answered 
the Old Year, gravdj sm'iiiQg. " \aM- -si-^ ^oqo. e™" 
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.ireary of lookiiig for tbat blessed consummation, and 
will turn for amusement (as Laa frequently been my 
I practice) to the affairs of some sober little city, 
lite this of Salem. Here we sit on the steps of the 
new City Hall, which has been coraplefed under my 
administration ; and it would make you laugh to see 
how the game of polities, of which the Capitol at 
Washington, is the great chess-board, is here played 
in miniature. Burning Ambition finds ita fuel here ; 
here Patriotism spsaks boldly in tbe people's behalf, 
and virtuous Economy demands retrenchment in the 
emolumenia of a lampligiil^r ; here the Aldermen rango 
their senatorial dimity around the Mayor's chair of state, 
and the Commou Council feel that they have liberty in 
charge. lu short:, botnan weakness and strength, pas- 
sion and policy, Man's tendencies, his aims and modes 
of pursuing them, his bdividual ohamoter, and his 
character in the mass, may be studied almost as well 
here as on the theatre of nations ; and with this greut 
advantage, that, be the lesson erer so disastrous, it« 
Liliputian scope still makes the beholder smile." 

"Haye you done much for the improvement of the 
City?" asked the New Year. "Judging from what 
little I have seen, it appears to be ancient and time- 
wom," 

" I have opened the Railroad," said the elder Year, 
" and half a dozen times a day, you will hear the beU 
(which once summoned the Monks of a Spanish Con- 
vent to their devotions) announcing the arrival or de- 
parture of the cars. Old Salem now wears a much 
livelier expression than when I first beheld her. Stran- 
gers rumble down from Boston by hundreds at a time- 
New faces throng in Essex Street. Eailroad-hacks and 
omnibuses rattle over the paicmcti'ia. 1\ie^c S» «- ■\^'^- 
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ceptible iocreaae of ojstier-sliops, and otlier e 
ments for the accommodatioa of a trausitory diomal 
multitude. But a more i^nportaut change awaits tlte 
venerable town. Ad immense accumulation of mustj 
prejudices will be carried off bj the free circulation of 
society. A peculiarity of character, of which the in- 
habitants themselves are hardly sensible, will be rublied 
down and worn awaj by the attrition of foreign aub- 
stancea. Much of the result wQl be good ; there will 
likewise be a tew thmga not so good. Whether for 
batter or worse, there will be a probable diminution ot 
loral iufluenne of wealth, and the sway of an aris- 
h tooratic class, which, from an era far bejoud my meni- 
I'^jiy, has held firmer domiuioa here than iu any other 
y Hew EiigUud town." 

The Old Year having talked away nearly all of her 
little remoiniDg breath, now closed her Boot of Chroni- 
cles, and was about to iake her departure. But her 
sister detained ber awhile longer, by inquiring the otHi- 
tents of the huge bandbox, which she was so pqinfoUy 
luring along with her. 

" These are merely a few trifies," replied the Old 
Year, "which I Lave picked up in my rambles, and 
am goiug to deposit, in tbe receptacle of things post 
and forgotten. We sisterhood of Years never carry any- 
thing really valuable out of the world witb us. Hen 
are patterns of most of the fashions which I brought 
into vogue, and whicb have already lived oat th^ 
allotted term. You will supply their place, with otheis 
equally ephemeral. Here, put up m liltle Cbitia pota, 
like rouge, is a considerable lot of beautiful womea'a 
wliich the disconsolate fair ones owe me a btltet 
nidge for stealing. I have likewise a quantity of men's 
■, instead oE wliicU, I have left gray locks, oi 
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none &t alL T!ie tears of Allows and other afflicted 
mortals, wiio lave received comfort during the last 
twelve months, are preserved iu some dozens of easence- 
bottles, well corked and sealed. I liave several bundles ot 
love-letters, eloquently, breathing an eternity of burning 
passion, which grew cold oad perished, almost before 
the ink was dry. Moreover, bere is an assortment of 
many thousand broken promiaes, and other broken ware, 
all very light and packed into little space. The heaviest 
articles in my possession are a large piircel of disap- 
pointed hopes, which, a. little while ago, were buoyant 
enough to have inflated Mr. Lauriat's halloou." _^ 

"I have a fine lot of hopes here iu my basket," 
remarked the New Tear. " They are a sweet-smelling 
flower, — a species of rose." 

" They soon lose their parfume," replied the sombrB 
Old Year. "What else have you brought to insure a 
welcome from the discontented race of mortals ? " 

"Why, to say the truth, little or nothiug else," said 
her sister, with a smile, — "save a few new Annuals 
and Almanacs, and some New Year's gifts for the 
children. But I heartily wish well to poor mortals, 
and mean to do all 1 can for their improvement and 
happiness." 

"It is a good resolation," rejoined the Old Year; 
" and, by the way, 1 have n plentiful assortment of good 
resolutions, whicli have now grown so stale and musty, 
that I am aahanted to eany them any farther. Only for 
fear that the City authoritiea would send Conaliible 
MansSeld, with a warrant after me, I should tuss them 
into the street at onoe. Many other matters go to make 
np the contents of my bandboi ; but the whole lot would 
not fetch a single bid, eren at an auction of worn-out 
fiimituro ; and as they are worth nothing evUiat te ■^'s^ 
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earlv this moniiiig, she filled his basket with New Yeai^s 
Addresses, assuring him that the whole Citj, with our 
new Mayor, and the Aldermen and Common ConncQ at 
its head, wonld make a general rash to secore copies. 
Kind Patrons, will not you redeem the pledge of the 
NEW YEAR? 
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J HERE is snow En j-onder cold ^rav sbr of tbo 
moming! — and, tlirougb Uie paniall; frosl«d 
window-panes, I loTe to watch the grodiutl 
beginaiog of the storm. A few feathery flakes are scat- 
tered widelj through the air, and hover downward with 
uncertain flight, now almost alighting on the earth, now 
wliirled again aloft into remote regions of the atmosphere. 
These are not the hig flakea, heavj with moisture, which 
melt as the; tnuch the ground, a:id are portentous of « 
soaking rain. It is to be, in good earuesl, a wintry 
storm. The two or three people, visible on the side- 
walks, have an aspect of endurance, a hlue-nosed, frosty 
fortitude, which is evidently assumed in anticipation of a 
comfortless and blustering day. By nightfall, or at least 
before the sun sheds another glimmering smile upon us, 
the street and our little garden will be heaped with 
mountain snow-drifts. The soil, already frozen for weeks 
past, is prepared to sustain wiiatever burden may he laid 
upon it; and, to a northern eye, the landscape will lose 
its melancholy bleakness and acquire a beauty of its own, 
when Mother Earth, like her children, shall have put oa 
the fleecy garb of her winter's wear. The cloud-spirits 
are slowly wearing lier white mantle. As yet, indeed, 
thera is barely a rime like hoar&ost orw the brown 
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BurfacB of the street ; the withered greeu of the grass-plat 
is sti]I discernible ; and tbe slated roots of the houses do 
but begiu to look graj, instead of black. All tlie snow 
thut has yet faUen within the cireumferenoe of mj view, 
were it heaped up together, would hardlj equal the hil- 
lock of a gtare. Thus gradoallj, bj silent aud stealthy 
influences, are great changes wroiigbt. These httie snow, 
particles, which the storm-spirit flings by handfuls throu^ 
the air, will burj the great earth under their aceunialated 
mass, nor pemiit her to behold her sister sky again for 
dreary moutbs. , "We, likewise, shall lose sight of our 
mother's familiar visage, and must coatent oursekes with 
lookuig heavenward tbe ofteuer. 

Now, leaving tbe storm to do bis appointed ofSce, let 
us sit down, peu iu band, bj our fireside. Gloomy as it 
may seem, there is an iiiAueuce productive of cheerful- 
ness, and favorable to im^iuative thought, in tbe utmoa- 
phere of a snowy day. Tbe native of a southern clime 
ma; woo the muse beneath the heavy shade of summer 
foliage, reclining on banks of turf, while the sound of 
sin ging birds and warbling rivulets chimes iu with the 
music of his soul. In our brief summer, I do not think, 
but only exist in tbe vagne enjoyment of a dream. My 
hour of inspiration — if that hour ever comes — is when 
the green log hisses upon the hearth, and the bright 
flame, brighter for the gloom of the chamber, rustle* 
high up tbe cbimuey, and the coals drop tinkling down 
among the growing licaps of aabes. When tbe casement 
rattles in the gust, and the snow-flakes or tbe sleety rain- 
drops pelt hard against the window-panes, tbeu I spread 
out my sheet of paper, with tbe certainty that thoughts 
and fancies will gleam forth upon it, like stars at twilight, 
ir like violets in May, — perhaps to fade as soon. How- 
T transitory their glow, they at least shine amid 
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darksome shadow wliich tbe clouds of the outward sk; 
fling through the room. Blessed, therefore, and rever- 
ently welcomed bj me, her Inie-bom sou, be New 
England's winter, wliich makes ua, one and all, the 
nurslings of the storm, and sings a familiar lullaby even 
in the wildest shriek of the December blast. Now look 
we forth ugain, and see how much of ius task the storm- 
spirit has done. 

Slow and sure ! Hs has the day, perchance the week, 
before him, and may take bia own time to accomplish 
Nature's burial in snow. A. smooth mantle is scarcely 
yet throvrn over the withered gruas-plat, and the di7 
stalks of annuals still thmst themselves through Ihe 
white surface in all parts of the garden. The leaiess 
rose-bushes stand shivering in a shallow snow-drift, look- 
ing, poor thinga ! as disconsplale as if they possessed a, 
human coasciouaiiesa of the dreary scene. Thia is a sad 
time for the shrubs that do not perish with the sununer; 
they neither hve nor die; what tliej retain of life seems 
but the chilling sense of death. Very sad are tlie flower 
shrubs in midwinter! The roofs of the houses are now 
all white, save where the eddying wind has kept them 
hare at the bieak corners. To disceni the real intensity 
of the storm, we must fli upon some distant ol^ect, — as 
yonder apire, ^ and observe how the riotous gust fights 
with the descending snow throughout the interrening 
space. Sometimes the entire prospect is obscured; 
then, Hgam, we have a distinct, bnt transient glimpse of 
the tall steeple, like a giant's ghost ; and uow the dense 
wreaths sweep between, as if demons were flinging snow- 
drifts at each other, in mid-air. Look next into the street, 
where we have seen an amusing parallel to the combat of 
those fancied demons in the upper regions. It is a snc 
battle of aehool-boys. What a pretty satire on war a 
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Burface of tlie street ; the withered pfli 
is still diaceruilile ; aud tlie slated mm! 
but begiu to look graj, iustesd of V 
that has yet faUoa withiu the cin' "_" 
were it heaped up together, w ' -"^ 
lock of a grave. Thus grad 
influeuees, are great chiiiigp 
particles, which the atoar 
the air, will bury the jr 
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''ivrn nc again to the fireside, and sit musing there, 
,,,i(!l!is 'Hir ears to the wind, till perhaps it shall seem 
fit.,' :iLi ;irtieulate voice, and dictate wild and airy matter 
for llii' pen, Would it might inspire me to sketch out 
tlio [jcr^fiiiilication of a New EnglMid winter ! And that 
idea, if I can seize the snow-wreathed figures that flit 
before my fancy, shall be the theme of the next page. 

How does Winter herald his approach ? By the shriek- 
ing blast of latter autumn, which is Nature's cry of lamen- 
tation, as the destroyer rushes among the shivering groves 
where she has lingered, and scatters the sear leaves upon 
the tempest. When that cry is heard, the people wrap 
themselves in cloaks, and shake their heads diseonsolately, 
saying, "Winter is at hand!" Then the axe of the 
woodcutfer echoes sharp and diligently in the forest; 
then the coal-merchanla rejoice, becBuse eaoh shrkdc. vt' 
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Nature in lier agon; adds sometlibg to the price of coil 
pel tuu; tiieu Ibe ptutt-Briiuke spreHds its aromatic fra- 
isnce tbrougti tbe atmospliere. A few days more ; aud 
t erentida, the cbildren look out of tlie window, and 
oily perceiTE tlie flaunting of a snowy mantle in the air. 
's stern Winter's vesture. They crowd around the 
md cling to their mother's gown, or press be- 
n their father's knees, affrighted by the bollow roar- 
e, that bellows adown the wide flue of the chimney. 
■ c of Winter ; and wLen piirenta and children 
I they shudder and exclaim, " Winter is come I 
■inter has begun his reign already ! " Now, 
ffiut New England, each hearth becomes au altar, 
ending up tbe smoke of a oontiiiued sacriflce to tbe im- 
mitigable deity who tjrannizea over forest, country side, 
and town. Wrapped in bis white mantle, his staff a huge 
icicle, his beard and hair a wind-tossed snow-drift, he 
travels over the land, in the midat of the northern blast; 
and woe to the homeless wanderer whom he finds upon 
his path ! There he lies stark and stifi', a human shape 
of ice, on tbe spot where Winter overtook him. On 
strides the tyrant over the rushing rivers and broad lakes, 
which turn to rock beneatb his footsteps. His dreary em- 
pire is established ; all around stretchea tbe desolation of 
the Pole. Yet not ungrateful be bis New Enghmd chil- 
dren, — for Winter is our sire, though a stem and rougb 
one, — not ungrateful even for the severities, which have 
nourished our unyielding strength of character. And let 
us thank hun, too, for tlie sleigh-rides, cheered bj the 
music of merry beDs ; for the crackling and rustling 
hearth, when the ruddy firelight gleams om hardy Man- 
hood and the blooming cheek of Woman; for all the 
home enjoyments, and tbe kindred virtues, which flourish 
in a frozen soil. Not that we grieve, when, after soma 
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seven moDtha of Htorm aud bitter frost. Spring, in flf 
guise of a flower-crowned vii^in, is seeu driring awajr 
the hoar; despot, pelting luin with violeU bj the hand- 
ful, uud strewing greeo grass on the patli hehiud liim. 
Often, ere he will give up his empire, old Winter rushes 
fiercely back, and hurls a snow-drift at the shrinking form 
of Spring i jet, step by step, he is compelled to retreat 
northward, aud spends the summer mouths within the 
Aictio circle. 

Such fantasies, intermixed among graver toils of mind, 
have Diade the winter's day pass pleiisantly. Ueauwhile, 
the fltorm has raged without abatement, and now, as the 
brief afternoon declines, is tossing denser volumes to Mid 
fro nbout t!ie atmosphere. On lie window-sill, there is a 
layer of snow, reaching half-way up the lowest pane of 
glass. The garden is one unbroken bed. Along the 
street are two or three spots of uncovered earth, where 
the gust has whirled away the snow, heaping it else- 
where to the fence-tops, or piling huge banks against the 
doors of houses. A solitary passenger is seen, now strid- 
ing mid-leg deep across a drift, now scudding over the bare 
ground, while his cloak is swollen with the wind. And 
now the jingling of bells, a sluggish souud, responsive 
to the horse's toilsome progress through the unbrokea 
drifts, announces the passage of a aleigb, with a boy 
clinging behind, and ducking his bead to escape detec- 
tion by the driver. Next comes a sledge, laden with 
wood for some unthrifty housekeeper, whom winter has 
surprised at a cold hearth. But what dismal equipage 
now slniggles along the luieveu street ? A sable hearse, 
bestrewn willi snow, is bearing a dead man through the 
storm to his frozen bed. O, how dreary is a burial in 
winter, when the bosom of >Iother Earth has no warmth 
Sw her poor child 1 
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Evening — the earlj eve of December — begin 
Bpreud its deepening veil over tlie comfortless scene ; tlio 
firelight graduallj brightens, and throws mj flickering 
aliadow upon the walls and ceiling of the chftmber ; but 
still the storm rages and rattles against the windows. 
Alas ! I shiver, and think it time to be diaconsokte 
But, taking a farewell glance at dead Nature in her 
shroud, I perceive a flock of snow-birds, skimming light- 
somelj through the tempest, and flitting from drift to 
drift, as sportivel; as swallows in the delightful prime of 
summer. Whence come thej ? Where do they build 
thtir nests, and seek their food? Whj, having aiiy 
wings, do they not follow summer around the earth, in- 
stead of m&king themselves the playmates of the storm, 
and fluttering on the dreaiy verge of the wiuter'a eve P ' 
I know not whence they come, nor why; yet my spirit < 
has been cheered by that wandering flock of snow-biids. 
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MMftil AMBLIN G on foot in the spring of mj life and 
11^^ the summer of the jcsr, I came one afternoon 
flM^ftl to a point wliich gave me tlie choice of three 
rfireetions. Straight hefore me, the main road extended 
ita dustj length to Boston ; on the left a branch wont 
towards the sea, and would Iiare lengthened my journey 
a trifle of twenty or thirty miles ; while by the right- 
hand path, I might have gone over hill a and lal:ea to 
Canada, visiting in my way the celehrated town of Stam- 
ford. On a level spot of grass, at the foot of the gnide- 
poat, appeared an object, which, though locomotive on 
a different principle, reminded me of QulUyer's portable 
mansion among the Brobdignags. It was a huge covered 
wagon, or, more properly, a small house on wheels, with 
a door on one side and a window shaded by green blinds 
on the other. Two horses. Branching provender out of 
the baskets which muzzled them, were fastened near the 
vehicle : a delectable sound of music proceeded from the 
interior ; and I immediately conjectured that this was 
some itinerant show, halting at the confluence of the 
rflads to intercept such idle travellers as myself. A 
shower had long been climbing up the western sky, and 
now hung so blackly over ray onward path that it was a 
point of Tisdom to seek Bhelter hen. 
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"Halloo! Who stands guard liera ? Is the door- 
keeper asleep?" cried I, approaching a ladder of two ' 
or three steps which was let down from tiie wagon. 

Tlie music ceased at m; summons, and there appeared 
at the door, not the sort of figure thut I had mentallj i 
BSsigDcd to the wandering showman, but a most respeo- 
tttble old personage, whom I was boitj to have addressed 
in so free a style. He wora a snuff-colored coat and 
small-clothes, with white-top boots, and exhibitei' 
mild dignity of aspect and manner which may often be 1 
noticed in aged schoolmasters, and sometimes in deacons, 
selectmen, or other potentates of that kind. A small I 
piece of silver was my passport within his prei 
where I found only one other person, hereafter to be 
described. 

" This 13 a dull da; for business," said the old gentle 
man, as be ushered me in ; " but I merely tarry here tc 
refresh tbe cattle, being bound for the camp-meeting at 
Stamford." 

Perhaps the morable scene of this narrative is 
peregrinating New England, and may enable the reader | 
to test the accuracy of my description. The spectacle 

— for I win not use the unworthy term of puppet-sbow 

— consisted of a multitude of little people assembl 
a mmieture stage. Amoug them were artisans of eyery i 
kind, in the atfitndea of their toil, and a group of fiiir 
ladies and gay geutlenien standing ready tor the dance ; 
a company of foot-BoldierB formed a line across the stage, 
looking stern, grim, and terrible enough, to make it a 
pleasant consideration that they were but three inches 
high ; and conspicuous above the whole was seen a 
Merry-Andrew, in the pointed cap and motley coat of 
ins profession. All the iuhabitants of this mimic world 
vere motionless, like the figures in a picture, oi 
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that people who one moment were alive m the midst 
their buaineas and delights, and the next were tm 
formed to statues, preserving an eternal semblance 
labor that was ended, and pleasure that could be felt 
more. Anon, however, the old gentleman turned t1 
handle of a barrel-organ, the first note of which produ( 
a most enlivening effect upon the figures, and 
them all to their proper occupations and amusi 
By the self-same impulse the tailor plied his needle, 
blacksmith's hammer descended upon the anvil, and 
daucera whirleij away on feathery tiptoes ; the cor 
of soldiera broke into platoons, retreated from the 
and were succeeded by a troop of horse, who came 
ciag onward with snch a sound of trumpets and tram] 
of hoofs, aa might have startled Don Quixote himself] 
while an old toper, of inveterate ill habits, uplifted hit 
black bottle and took off a bearty swig. Meantime the 
Merry-Andrew began to caper and turn someraeta, shak- 
ing his aides, nodding his head, and winking his eyes in 
as life-like a manner as if he were ridiculing the nonsense 
of all human aflairs, and making fun of the whole multi- 
tude beneath him. At length the old magician (fi 
compared the showman to Prospers, entertaining bi(. 
guests with a mask of shadows) pansed that I 
give utterance to my wonder. 

" What an admirable piece of work is this ! 
claimed I, lifting up m; hands in astonishment. 

Indeed, I liked the spectacle, and was tickled with 
the old man's gravity as he presided at it, for I had 
none of that foolish wisdom which reproves every occu- 
pation that is not useful in this world of vanities. If 
there he a faculty which I possess more perfectly than 
most men, it is that of throwing myself mentally into 
foreign to my own, and detecting, with a 
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cheerful eye, the desirable eireumstanccs of each. I 
could have eaviedthe life of this graj-headed showman, 
spent as it had been in a courao of safe and pleasurable 
adrenture, in driving his huge vehicle sometimes through 
the sands of Cape Cod, and sometimes over the rough 
forest rnads of tbe north and cost, and halting now on 
the green before a village meeting-house, aiid now in a 
paved square of the metropolis. How often must his 
heart have been gladdened by the delight of children, 
as they viewed these animated figures ! or his pride 
indulged, by haranguing leam-cdly to grown men on. 
the mechanical powers which produced such wonderful 
elfecls ! or his gallantry brought into play (for this is 
an attribute which such grave men do not lack) by the 
visits of pretty maidens! Aci then with how fresh a 
feeling must he return, at intervals, to his own peculiar 
home ! 

" I wonid I were assured of a3 happy a life qp his," 
thought I. 

Though the showman's wagon might have accommo- 
dated fifteen or twenty spectator, it now contained only 
himself and me, and a third person at whom I threw a 
glance on entering. He was a neat and trim young man 
of two or three and twenty ; hia drab hat, and green 
frock-coat with velvet collar, were smart, though no 
longer new; while a pair of green spectacles, that 
seemed needless to his brisk little eyes, gave him some- 
thing of a Bcholai-like and literary air. After allowing 
me a sufficient time toinapect the puppets, he advanced 
with a bow, and drew my attention to some books in a 
corner of the wagon. These he forthwith began tn ex- 
tol, with an amazing volubility of well-soonding words, 
and an ingenuity of praise that won him mj heart, as 
being myself one of the most morciful of critics. Indeed, 
6* ^ 
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his stock required some oonsiderahlc pofl 
dation in the saleaman. ; there were several ancient friends 
of mine, the novels of tbose happy days when my affec- 
tions wavered between the Scottish Chiefs and Tliomas 
Thumb ; bcaidea a few of later date, whose merita had 
not been acknowledged by the public. I was glad to 
find tliat dear little venerable volume, the New Engkiid 
Primer, looking as antique ua ever, though in its thou- 
sandth new edition; a bundle of superannuated gilt pic- 
ture-books made such a child of me, that, partly for tbe 
glittering covers, and partly for the fairy-tales within, I 
bought the whole ; and an assortment of ballads and 
popular theatrical songs drew largely on my purse. To 
balance these expenditures, I meddled neither with ser- 
mons, nor science, nor morality, though volumes of eaoh 
were there ; nor with a Life of Franklin in the coarsest 
of paper, but so showily bound that it was emblemati- 
eol of the Doctor himself, in the court dress which he 
refused to wear at Paris ; nor with Webster's Spelling- 
Book, nor some of Byron's minor poems, nor half a 
dozen little Testaments at twenty -five ccnls each. 

Thus far tbe collection miglit have been swept ftora 
some great bookstore, or picked up at an evening auc- 
tion-room; but there was one smdl blue-covered pam- 
phlet, which the pcdler handed me with so peculiar an 
air, that I purchased it immediately at his own price } 
and then, for the first time, the thought struck me, that 
I bad spoken face to face with the veritable author of 
a printed book. The literary man now evinced a great 
kindness for me, and I ventured'to inquire wliioh way 
be was travelling. 

" O," said he, " I keep company with this old gentle- 
re, and we are moving now towards the camp- 
-Joeeting at Stamford!" 
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He then explained to me, that fur the present season 
he had rented a comer of the nagoo as a bookstore, 
which, aa he wittilj observed, was a true Circulating 
Library, since there were few parts of the country where 
it bad not gone its rounds. I approved of the plan ex- 
ceediuglj, and began to sum np within nij mind the 
many uncomroon fehcities in the life of a book-pedler, 
especially when his character resembled that of the in- 
dividual before me. At a high rate was to be reckoned 
the daily and hourly enjoyment of such interviews as the 
present, in which lje seized upon the admiration of a 
passing stranger, and made him aware that a mai 
literary taste, and even of literary achievement, 
travelling the country in a showman's wagon. A n 
valnable, yet not infrequent triumph, might be won ■ 
in bis conversation with some elderly clei^yman, longJ 
vegetating in a rocky, woody, watery back settlement of -I 
New England, who, as he recruited bis library from tho T 
pedler's stock of sermons, would exhort bim to seek ft J 
colIegB education and become the first scholar in 
class. Sweeter and prouder yet would be his sensation^, I 
when, talking poetry while he sold spelling-books, itt " 
should charm the mind, and haply touch the heart o( 
a fair country schoolmistress, herself an uuhonored 
poetess, a wearer of blue stockings which none but 
himself took pains to look at. But the scene of his 
eompletest glory would be when the wagon had halted 
tor the night, and his stack of books was transferred 
to some crowded bar-room. Then wonld he recommend 
to the multifarious company, whether traveUer f 
the city, or teamster from the hills, or ueighborii 
squire, or the hindlord himself, or hb loutish I 
works suited to each particuhir taste and capa 
proving, all the while, by acute criticism and d 
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remart, that tlie lore in his books was even exceeded || 
that in his braru. 

Thus happily would he traverse the land ; sometimesn 
herald before the march of Mind ; aometiinea ii 
arm in arm with awful Li terature ; aad reaping e 
where a harvest of real and sensible popularity, which tj 
secluded bookworms, by whose toil he lived, conld a 
hope for. 

" If ever I meddle with literature," thought I, f 
myself in adamautiue resolntion, " it shall be a: 
liug bookseller." 

Tiiough it was still mid-afternoon, the air 
grown dark about us, and a few drops of rain c: 
upon the roof of our vehicle, pattering like the feet d 
birds that had ftowii thither to rest. A sound oFplei 
voices made us listen, and there soon appeared balf-^ 
up the ladder the pretty person of a youn^ damsel, whoj 
rosy face was so cheerful, that even amid the gloomy li(^ 
it seemed as if the sunbeams were peeping under he# 
bonnet. We next saw the dark and handsome feature 
of a young man, who, with easier gallantry than might - 
have been espeoted in the heart of Yankee-land, waa 
assisting her into the wagun. It became immedialelj 
evident to ns, when the two strangers stood within the 
door, that they were of a profession kindred to those of 
my companions ; and I waa delighted with the more than 
hospitable, tlie eten paternal kindness, of the old show- 
man's manner, as he welcomed them ; while the man of 
literature hastened to lead the merry-ejed girl to a seat 
on the long bench. 

" Ton are housed but jus-t ia time, my young friends," 
■aid the master of the wagon. "The sky would havo 
been down upon you within five minutes." 

The young man's reply maiked him as a foreigner, not 
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by anj Tariation from the idioin and accent of good Eng- 
lisb, but because he spoke mth more cuution and ai 
racy, than if perfectly famUiar with the ianguage. 

" Wo koew that a shower was hanging oyer us," said 1 
he, "and consulted whether it were beat to enter the 
house on the fop of jonder Ml, but seeing jour wagon 
in the roa.d — " 

"We a|ifreed to come hither," interrupted the girl, 
with a smile, "because we should be more at home ir 
wandering house like this." 

I, meanwhile, with many a wild and undetermined fen- ; 
tasj, waa narrowly inspecting these two doves that had 
flown into our ark. The yonng man, tall, agile, and 
athletic, wore a mass of black shining curia olnateriag 
round a dark and vivacious countenance, which, if it had 
not greater expression, was at least more active and at- 
tracted readier notice, than the quiet faces of our conntcy- 
men. At his first appearance, he bad been laden with a. 
neat mahogany bos, of about two feet square, hut very 
light in proportion to its size, which he had immediately 
unstrapped from his shoulders and deposited on the floor 
of the wagon. 

The girl had nearly as fair a complexion a 
beauties, and a brighter one than most of tbem ; the light- 
ness of her figure, which seemed calcuhtted to traverse 
t)ie whole world without weariness, suited well with tha ■ 
glowing cheerfulness of her face; and her gay attire, 
combining the rainbow hues- of crimson, greeD, and a 
deep orange, was as proper to her lightsome aspect aa if 
she had been bom in it. This gay stranger was appro- 
priately burdened with that mirth-inspiring instrument, 
the fiddle, which her companion took from her hands, and 
shortly began, the process of tunmg. Neither of us^ 
^flie previous company of the wagon — needed to is 
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tbeir trade ; Ibr this coold be no mjEter; to & 
of bi^Bde-mnsten, ordmatioiis, cattle-showa, c 
meats, uul other festal meetii^ id not sober land ; 
tbere is a dear fnraid of mime, vho «il! smOe vhen tl 
page recalls lo his memory a ctuTalrons de*d p 
t^ na, ID rescniiig the sbow-box of such a couple fi 
mob of great doable-fifted GODQtrjmea. 

" Come," said I to the damsel of gay attice, "shall 1|i 
riat all (be wonders of the worfd t(^ther 

She nndeistood the metaphor at once ; tlion^ ind 
it would not mach bate troubled me, if she hi 
to the literal meaniiig of my words. The mahogany b 
was placed in a proper position, and I peeped in thioiig 
its small Toond magnitying window, while the girl ai 
my side, and gave short descriptive sketches, as a 
anolbcr the pictures were unfolded lo my view, 
visited together, at least our imagisalions did, fidi ma 
famous city, in the streets of which I had long yea 
lo tread ; once, I remember, we were in the lmbcH''q 
Barcelona, gazbglowuwards; nesf, she bore methr 
the air to Sicily, and bade me look np at blazing S 
then we took wing to Yenice, and sst in a gtmdola 
neath tbc arch of the Kialto ; and anon she sat me di 
among the thronged spectalars at the coronation of 14 
polcon. But there was one scene, its locabty she a 
not tell, which charmed my attention longer than all ii 
gorgeooa palaces and churches, because the fancy haastq 
me, that I myself, the preceding summer, had behdd jol 
snch a humble meetiog-hoaae, b just such a pine-sui 
rounded nook, among our onn green mountains, 
these pictures were tolerably eseculcd, ihon 
the girl's touches of description; noi 

comprehend, how in bo few sentences, aad these, k 
■ppoaed, in a language foreign to her, she contrived ^ 
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preaent an aiij copj of eaoli varied Boeiie. Wlienw 
trareEed through the vast eiteat of the mahoganj box, i 
I looked iuto m; guide's face, 

" Where are jou going, mj prettj maid ? " inquired 1, J 
in the words of an old song. 

" All," said tbe gay damsel, " jou might as well ask 1 
where the summer wind is going. We are wanderers J 
here, and tbere, and everywhere. Wherever there is J 
mirth, our merry hearts are drawn to it. To-dny, indeed, 1 
the people have told ua of a great frolic and festival ii 
these parts; so perhaps we maj be needed at what yoa-I 
coll tliH cauip-meeting at Stamford." 

Then in my happy youth, and whOe her pleasant voioo J 
yet sounded in my ears, I sigbed ; for none but myself M 
I thought, should have been her cumpimiou in a life-l 
which sfeetned to realize my own wild fancies, cherishet( J 
all through visionary boyhood to that hour. To tbesa j 
two strangers the world was. in its golden age, not that'll 
iudeed it was less dark and sad than ever, but because I 
its wearicesa and sorrow had no community with their 1 
ethereal nators. Wherever they might appear in their I 
pilgrimage of bliss, Youth would echo bock their glad- 1 
ness, care-atricken Maturity would rest a moment front I 
its tod, and Age, tottering araong the graves, wotild smflB ■ J 
in witliered joy foe their sakes. The lonely cot, tbe ni 
TOW and gloomy street, the aomhre shade, would catch » ] 
passing gleam like that now abiuing on ourselves, as these 1 
bright spirits wandered by. Blessed pair, whose happy 
home was tbrougfout all the earth ! I looked at my j 
shooldeTS, and thought them broad enougli to sustain ' 
those pictnred towns and mountains ; mine, too, was an. 
ekatic foot, us tireless as the wing uf the bird of para- 
dise ; mine was then, ai untronbled heart, that woold 
We gone singing on its delightful way. 
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to-morroira which make up life, among tbe same dttll 
acDnes and in the same wretched toil that had darkened 
the smiahine of to-day. But there were some, full of tha 
primeval instinct, who preserved tbe freshness of joutli 
to their latest jears hy the continual esciteineut of new 
ohjecta, new pursuits, aad new associates ; and oared 
little, though their birthplace might have been here in 
New Eoglaud, if the grave should close over them in 
Ceutrid Asia. Tate was suuunoning a parhameat of - 
these free spirits; nnconsoious of the impulse which 
directed them to a common centre, they had corae hither 
from far and near; and last of all appeared the repre- 
sentative of those mighty vagrants, who had chased tbe 
deer during thouaanda of years, and were chasing it now 
in the Spirit Land. Wandering down through the waste 
of ages, the woods had -vanished around hie path; hia 
arm had lost somewhat of its strength, his toot of its 
fleetness, his mien of its wild regality, his heart and mind 
of theirsavage virtue and uncultured force; but here, 
tmtmnable to the roatiae of artidctal life, roving now 
itloug tbe dusty road, as o£ old over the forest Icbtob, 
here was the Indian still. 

"Well," said the old showman, in the midst of iiiy 
meditations, " here is an honest company of us, — one, 
two, three, four, five, six, — all going to the cump-meet. 
iiig at Stamford. Now, hopmg no oSeiicc, I should like 
to know where tbia young gentleman may be going ? " 

I started. How came I among these wandorcrs f 
The free mind, that preferred its own folly to anothet'fr 
wisdom ; the open spirit, that found compauions every- 
where; above all, the restless impulse, that )iad so often 
made me wi'ctehed in the midst of cujoyiiieuts : tliesa 
were mj claims to be of their soeiety. 

"Mj friends ! " cried I, aleg^ing into the centre oE 
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the wagon, " I am goiiig with jou to the oanip-nieetiog. 
at Staiiiford." 

" But in wliat capacity P " asltud the old showman, 
after & moment's silence. "All of us here can ^t our 
bread in aome creditable Waj. Everj honest niaii abould 
iiavB his livelihood. You, air, as I take it, are a mere 
strolling gentleman." 

1 proceeded to inform the company, that, when Nature 
gave me a propensity to their way of life, she bad not 
left me altogether destitute of quaMcations for it; 
though I could not deny that my talent was less re- 
spectable, and might be less profitable, than the raeanestr 
of theirs. My design, in short, was to imitate the stoiy. 
tellers of whom Oriental travellers have tfild us, and be- , 
come an itinerant novehst, reciting mj own extempora- 
neous fictioDB to auoh audiences as I could collect. 

" Either this," said I, " is my vocatioc, or I have been 

The tortune-teHer, with a sly wink to the company, 
proposed to take me &a an apprentice to one or other 
of his profeesious, cither of which, imdaubtedly, would 
havo given full soope to whatever inventive talent I 
might possess. The bihliopolist spoke a few words in 
oppoation to my plan, influenced partly, I suspect, by 
the jealousy of authorsliip, and partly by an apprehension 
that the viva voce practice would become geoual aaooK. 
novelists, to the iuAnite detriment o£',lS 
Dreading a rejection, 1 solicited the a 
damsel. 

"Mirth," cried I, most apUj ^ 
of L' Allegro, " to thee I su ' 
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no such coxcomb as Ut uiiuutetpret her motiTes. 
havi: tspied mucb pruRiiae iu Mm. True, a skidow 
times dits airosB Ilia brow, but the aunshiue 
follow in a morneut. He is never guilty of u sad tlioi 
but a merrj one is twin born with it. "We will take liJin 
witli us ; and you shall ace that he will set ua aQ 
a-luughing before we reacli tlie camp-meeting at Stam- 
ford." 

Her Toice ailenced the scruples of the rest, and gained 
me admittance into tlie league ; aooordiug to the tetma 
of which, without a communitj of goods or profits, wa 
•were to lend each other all the aid, and avert all the 
harm, that might be in our power. This afiair settled, 
a marvelloua jollity entered into the whole tribe of ua, 
manifestiug itself characteristically in each individual. 
Tlie old sbowman, sitting down to hia barrei-orgau, 
stirred up the aouls of the pygmy people with one of 
tlie quickest tunes in tlie muaic-book. ; tailors, black- 
smiths, gentlemen, and ladies, all seemed to share iu the 
spirit of the occasion ; and the Merry-Andrew placed 
his part more facetioualy than ever, nodding and wink- 
ing particolarlj at me. The young foreigner flourished 
his liddle-bow with a master's hand, and gave an inspir- 
ing echo to the showman's melody. The bookish man 
and the merry damsel started up simultaneously to dance ; 
the former enacting the double shufle in a style which 
everybody must have witnessed, ere Election week jvas 
blotted out of time; wliile the girl, setting her arma 
akimbo with both hands at her slim waist, di^layed 
such light rapidity of foot, and liarinouy of varjiug alti- 
tude and motion, that I coidd not conceive how she ever 
was to stop; imagining, at the momeut, that Nature hod 

ide her, as the old showman had made his puppets, for 
aarthJf purpose but to dance jigs. The Indian bd.- 
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lowed forth a succession of most hideona outcries, s 
what ftffrigiiting us, till we interpreted them as the war- 
Boug, with whicb, in imitation of his ancMt^ra, be was 
prefacing tbe assault on Stamford, The conjurer, mean- 
while, sat demarely ia a comer, extracting a sly enjoy- 
ment from the whole scene, and, like the facetious Merry- 
Andtew, directing his queer glance particularly at me. 

As for myself, with great exhilaration of fancy, I 
began to arrange and color the incidents of & tale, where- 
with I proposed to amuse an audience that very evening; 
for I saw that my asaooiates were a little ashamed of me, 
and that no time was to be loHt in obtainitig a pubUc ao- 
knowledgment of my abilities. 

" Come, fellow-laborers," at last said the old show- 
man, whom we had elected Preaident; "tbe shower is 
over, and we must be doing our duty by these poor souls 
at Stamford." 

"We'll come among them in procession, with musio 
and dancing," cried tlie merry damsel. 

Accordingly — for it must be understood that our 
pilgrimage was to be performed on foot — we sallied 
joyously out of the wagon, each of us, even the old 
gentleman in hia white-top hoots, giving a great sliip as 
we came down the ladder. Above our heads there was 
such a glory of sunshhie and splendor of clouds, and 
Bucb brightness of verdure below, that, as I modestly 
remarked at tbe time. Nature seemed to have washed 
her face, and put on the best of her jewelry and a fresh 
green gown, in honor of our confederation. Casting our 
eyes northward, we beheld a horseman approaching leis- 
urely, and splashing through the little puddles o 
Stamford road. Onward be came, sticking up in fc 
saddle with rigid perpendicularity, a tall, thin figure i] 
lUsty black, whom the showman and the Qonjurei fA 

vol.. n. 7 
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Hiyi^HE moonbeaniB came through two deep I 
^1^ narrow windows, and sliowed a spac' 
^^^ ber, ricUy fiuuished in an antique Sa&bioa^ 
^ruiu one lattice, the shadow of the diamond panes was 
thrown upon the floor ; the ghostly light, through the 
other, slept upon a bed, falling between the heavy 
silken curtains, and illuminatiug the face of a young 
man. But, how quietly the slumlierer lay ! how pale his 
featurea ! and how like a shroud the sheet was wound 
about his frame ! Yes ; it waa a corpse, in its burial- 
clothes. 

Suddenly, the fixed features seemed to move,^ with 
dark emotion. Strange fantasy ! It was but the shadow 
of the fringed curtain, waving hetwist the dead face 
and the moonlight, as the door of the chamber opened, 
and a girl stole softly to the bedside. Was there delu- 
sion in the moonbeams, or did her gesture and ber eye 
betray a gleam of triumph, as she bent over the pale 
corpse — pale as itself — and pressed her Uving lipa to 
the cold ones of the dead ? As she drew back from tluit 
long kiss, her features writhed, aa if a proud heart vera 
Ugliting with its anguish. Again it seemed that the 
features of the corpse bad moved responsive to her 
Dim. Still an illusiou I Iht silken curtain had waved^. . 
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n^^ii second time, betwixt the dead face hnd the mnonliglit, ^^^ 
' B3 another fair joung girl unclosed tlie door, and glided, 

ghostlike, to the bedside. There the two maidens 
stood, both beautifnl, with the pale beauty of the dead | 

between them. But she, who had lirst. entered, was ^^H 
prond and stately; and the other, a soft and fragile ^^H 

"Away!" cried the lofty one. "Thoa hadat Mm ^^M 
living! The dead is mine ! " ^^^^ 

"Thine!" returned the other, fihudderiog. "Well ^^^| 
hast thoQ spoken ! The dead is thine ! " ^^^| 

The proud girl started, and stared into her face, with ^^^ 
a ghastly loot. But a wild and mournful expression 
passed across the features of llie gentle one ; and, weak 
and helpless, she sank down on the bed, her head pil- 
lowed beside that of the corpse, and her bair mingling 
with his dark locks. A creature of hope and joy, the 
first draught of sorrow had bewiktered her. 

"Edith I " cried her rival. 

Edith groaned, as with a sudden compression of the 
heart; and removing her cheek from the dead youth's 
pillow, she stood upright, fearfully encountering the 
eyes of the lofty girl. 

"Wilt thon betray me ? " said the latter, calmly. 

" Till the dead bid me speak, I will be silent," 
swered Edith. "Leave ns alone together! Go, and ] 
live many years, and then letum, and tell me of thy | 
life. He, too, will be here! Then, if thou tellesE 
of sufferings more than death, we will both forgive | 

"And what shall be the token?" asked the proud 
girl, as if her heart acknowledged a meaning in these 
wild words. 

"Ttus lock of hair," s^d Edith, lifting one of the 
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dark, clustering curls, that la; heavily on the dead 

The two maidfins joined their hands over the hoBom 
the corpse, and appointed a day aad hour, far, far ' 
to come, for their next meeting in tliat chamber. The 
statelier girl gave one deep look at the motionless coun- 
tenance, and departed, — yet tnmed again and trembled, 
ere she closed tlie door, almost believing that her dead 
lover frowned upon her. And Edith, too ! Was not her 
■white form fading into the moonlight ? Scorning her own 
weakness, she went forth, and perceived tliat a negro 
slave was waiting in the passage, with a wax light, which 
he held between her face and bis own, and regarded her, 
B9 she thought, with an ngly espression of memment. 
Lifting hia torch on high, the slave lighted her down the 
staircase, and nndid the portal of the mansion. The 
young clergjrnan of the town had just ascended the 
steps, and bowing to the lady, passed in without a 
word. 

Tears, many years rolled on ; tJie world seemed new 
again, so much older was it grown, since the night when 
tliose pale girls had clasped Ibeir bands across the bosom 
of the corpse. In the interval, a lonely woman had 
passed from youth to extreme age, and was known by 
all t.be town, as the " Old Maid in the Winding-Sheet." 
A taint of insanity had affected her whole life, hut so 
quiet, sad, and gentle, so utterly free from violence, that 
she was suffered to pursue her harmless fiiutasiea, nrnno- 
lested by the world, with whose business or pleasures she 
had naught to do. Slie dwelt alone, and never came into 
the daylight, except to follow funerals. "Whenever a 
corpse was borne along the street, in sunshine, rain, or 
snow, whether a pompous ti'ain, of the rich and proud, 
tLroug'ed after it, or few and humble were the mourners, 
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id them came tiie lonely woman, in a long, ^ 
garment, wliieli the people called her shroud. She took ■ 
no place among the kludi'ed or the friends, hoi stood at 
the door to hear tLe fimeral prayer, and walked in the 
rear of the procession, as one wliose eartldy charge it was 
to haunt the house of mourning, and be the sliadow of 
affliction, and aee that the dead were duly buried. So 
long li»d this been bcr custom, that the inhabitants of 
the town deemed her a part of eyery funeral, as much as 
the coffin pall, or the very corpse itself, and augured ill 
of tbe aiimer's destiny, unlesa the "Old Maid in the 
Winding-Sheet" came gliding, like a gliost, behind. 
Once, it is said, she affrighted a bridal party, with her 
pale presence, appearing suddenly in tbe illuminated hall, 
just as the priest was uniting a false maid to a wealthy 
man, before her lover had been dead a year. Eril was 
the omen to that marriage ! Sometimes she stole forth 
by moonlight, and visited the graves of venerable Integ- 
rity, and wedded Love, and virgin Innoceuce, and every 
spot where the ashes of a kind and faithful heart were 
mouldericg. Over the hillocks of those favored dead 
would she stretch out her arms, with a gesture, as if 
she were scattering seeds; and many believed that 
she brought them from (he garden of Paradise ; for the 
graves, which she had visited, were green beneath the 
snow, and covered with sweet flowers from April to 
November. Her blessing was better than .a holy verse 
upon the tombstone. Thna wore away her long, sad, 
peaceful, and fantastic life, till Tew were so old as she, 
and the people of later generations wondered bow the 
dead had ever been buried, or mourners had endured 
their grief, without the "Old Maid in the Winding- 

^till, years went o% and still she followed funerals. 
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and iras not ;et stunmoDed to her avra festivsl of d 
One afteraoon, the great street of the town was all 
with business and bustle, tbougli the sua now ^Ided oi 
the upper half of the cburch-spire, having left the h 
tops and loftiest trees in sliadow. ~' 
ful and animated, in spite of the sombre shade b 
the high brick buildings. Here were pompoua m 
in white wigs and laced velvet ; Ihc bronzed laces oigf 
capUiins ; tlie foreign garb and air of Spanish o 
and (he disdainftil port of natives of Old E 
contrasted with tiie rougb aspect of < 
settlers, negotiating sales of limber, from foiMts *M 
ase had never sounded. Sometimes a lady passed, b1 ' ' 
iug ronndlj forth in an embroidered petticoat, I: 
her steps in high-heeled shoes, and courtesyii^ ^ 
lofty grace, to the pnnetilious obeisances of the g 
men. The life of the town seemed to have its rery of 
not far from an old mansion, that stood ^omewbatli 
from the pavement, surrounded by neglected grass, > 
S strange air of loneliness, rather deepened than dispelk 
by the throng so near it. lis site would have been suit- 
ably occupied b; a magmficent Exchange, or a brick 
block, lettered all over with various signs ; or the large 
house itself might have aisde a noble tavern, with the 
" King's Arms " swinging before it, and guests in every 
chamber, instead of the present solitude, Sut, owing to 
some dispute abont the right of inheritance, the mansion 
bad been long without a tenant, decaying from year to 
year, and throwing the stately gloom of its shadow over 
the busiest part of the town. Such was the scene, and 
such the time, when a figure, unlike any that have 
been described, was observed at a distance down tiia 

I espy a strange saU, yonder," remarked a Liver- 
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, white gar- 



, pool captaii 

The sailor seemed much struck bj the object, as were 
seTeral others, who, at tlie same momeut, caught a 
glimpse of the figure that had attracted his notice. Al- , 
most immediately, the various topics of conversation gave 
place to speculatious, in aa ondcrtone, on tliis unwoutod 



"Can there be a funeral, so late this afternoon P" in- 
quired some. 

Thej looked for the signs of death at every door, — 
the sexton, the hearse, the assemblage of black<clad rehi- 
iives, — all that makes np the woful pomp of ^nerala. 
They raised their eyes, also, to the suc-gllt spire of the 
church, and wondered that no clang proceeded from its 
bell, which had always tolled tUl now, when this figure 
appeared in the light of day. But none had heard that a 
corpse was to be home to its home that afternoon, uor 
was there auy token of a funeral, except the apparition 
of the " Old Maid in the Wiuding- Sheet." 

"What may this portend?" asked each man of hifi 
neighbor. 

All smiled as they pat the q^uestion, yet with a certaia 
trouble in their eyes, aa if pestilence, or some other wide 
calamity, were prognosticated by the untimely intrusion 
among the living, of one whose presence had always been 
associated with death and woe. What a comet is to the 
earth, was that sad woman to the town. Still she mored 
on, while the hum of surprise was hushed at her approach, 
and the proud and the humble stood aside, that her white 
garment might not wave against them. It waa a long, 
lobe, of spotless purity. Its wearer appeared very 
old, pale, emaciated, and feeble, jet glided ouward, with- 
_tnt the uasteady pace of extreme nge. At one point of 
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i coacb. is tills F " lUiked t 



" Whose grand eoacli la tins F " aiited a verj inquua^ 
tiye bodj. 

The footman madu nu reply, but asceuded the steps of 
the old house, gave three rapa with the iron hammer, and 
retamed to opea the coach-door. Ati old man possessed 
of the heraldic lore so comnion m that day examined the 
shield of arma on the panel. 

" Aiure, a lion's head erased, between three flower-de- 
]uoes," said he ; then whispered the name of the family to 
whom these bearings btlouged. The last inheritcr of its 
honors was recently dead, after a lon^ residence amid the 
splendor of the British conrt, where his birth and wealth 
had given hitn no mean station. " He left no child," oon- 
tinned the herald, " and these arms, being lu a lozenge, 
betoken that the coaeh appertains to his widow." 

Farther disclosures, perhaps, plight have been made, 
bad not the speaker suddenly been struck dumb, by the 
fltem eje of an ancient lady, who thrust forth her head 
from the coach, preparing to descend. As she emerged, 
the people saw that her dress was magnificent, and her 
figure dignified, in spite of age and infirmity, — a stately 
min, but with a look, at once, of pride and wretchedness. 
Her strong and rigid features had an awe about them, 
unlike that of the white Old Maid, but as of something 
BTil. She passed up the steps, leaning on a gold-headed 
cane ; the door swung open, as she ascended, — and the 
hght of a torch gUttered on the embroidery of her dress, 
and gleamed on the pillars of the porch. After a mo- 
mentarj pause — a glance backwards — and then n des- 
perate effort — she went in. The decipherer of the coat 
of arms had ventured up the lowest step, and shrinking 
back immediately, pale and tremulous, aflirmed that the 
torch was held by the very image of old CfBsar. 

"Bat, such a hideous grin," added he, ' 
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Been on the face of mortal man, black or white ! It will 
haunt me till my djing day." 

Meantime, the coach bad wheeled rnuDd, with a pro- 
digiona clatter on the pavement, and rumbled up the 
street, disappearing in the twilight, while the ear still 
tracked its course. Scarcely was it gone, when the peo- 
ple began to question whether the coacli and attendants, 
the ancient lady, the apeetre of old C»i!ar, and the Old 
Maid herself, were not all a strangely comhined delusioi:, 
. with some dark purport in its mystery. The whole town 
was astir, so that, instead of dispersing, the crowd con- 
tinually increased, and stood gazing up at the windows 
of the mansion, now silvered by the brightening moon. 
The elders, glad to indulge the narratiYe propensity of 
age, told of the long-faded splendor of the ^i!y, the 
entertainments they had gi'en, and the guests, the great- 
est of the land, and even titled and noble ones from 
abroad, who had passed beneath that portal. These 
graphic reminiscences seemed to call up the ghosts of 
those to whom they referred. So strong was the impres- 
sion, on some of the more imaginative bearers, that two 
or three were seized with trembling fits, at one and tlie 
same moment, protesting that they had distinctly heard 
three other raps of the iron knocker. 

"Impossible!" exclaimed others. "See! The moon 
shines beneath the porch, anil shows every part of it, 
except in the narrow shade of that pillar. There is no 

"Did not the door open?" whispered one of these 
fanciful persons, 

"Didst thou see it, tooF" said his compaaion, in a 
startled tone. 

But the general sentiment was opposed to the idea, 
ttiat A third visit«nt bad made apphcation at the door 
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Of a tnithj I Ha» the shades of many that 
Tea, I have prajed at their burials, one after another, 
and the ' Old Maid in the Winding-Sheet ' hath scea 
them to their graves ! " 

Being now more thoroughly awake to their preaent 
purpose, he took his staff, and stmck forcibly on the 
floor, till there came an eoLo from each deserted cham- 
ber, but no menial, to answer their summons. Tbey 
therefore walked along the passage, and agiun paosed, 
opposite to the gresit front window, through which was 
seen the crowd, in the shadow and partial moonlight of 
the street beneath. On their right hand was the open, 
door of a chamber, and a closed one on their left. The 
clergyman pointed his cane to the carrcd oak paael of the 
latter. 

" Within that chamber," observed he, " a. whole life- 
time since, did I sit by the death-bed of a goodly younB 
man, who, being now at the last gasp — " 

Apparently, there was some powerful excitement in. 
the ideas which had now flashed across his mind. He 
snatched the toreh froDi his companion's hand, and 
threw open the door with such sudden violeuoe, that the 
flame was extinguished, leaving them no other light 
Kthan the moonbeams, which fell through two windows 
vinto the spacious chamber. It was sufficient to dis- 
T all that could be known. In a high-backed oaken 
arm-chair, upright, with her hands clasped across her 
breast, and her head thrown back, sat the " Old Maid 
in the "Winding-Sheet." The stately dame had fallen on 
her knees, with her forehead on the holy knees of the 
Old Maid, one hand upon the floor, and the other pressed 
couvulsively against her heart. It clutched a lock of 
hair, once sable, now discolored with a greenish 
As the priest and layman advanced into the cluunbet. 
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Old Maid's features aaauniBd such a resemblance of 
sliiftjiig eKpression, that they truated to hear the whole 
mystery explained, by a single word. But it was only 
the shadow of a tattered curtain, waving betwiit the dead 
isCE and. the moonlight. 

" Both dead ! " said the veuerahle man. " Then who 
shall divulge the secret ? Methinks it glimmers to and 
fro in my mind, like the light and shadow acrosa the OU 
Maid's face. And now 't is goae 1 " 
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^^Sp KD 30, Peter, joii won't even consider of the 
^j^l^ basmesa P " said Mr. John Brown, l}uttoning 
^^gj lug Burtout over the snug rotunditj of his per- 
Bcn, and drawing on his gloves. " You positively refuse 
to let mo hate this crazy old house, and the land under 
and ndjoining, at the price named f " 

" Neither at tliat, nor treble the sum," responded 
the gaunt, grizzled, and threadbare Peter Goldtliwaite, 
"The (act is, Mr. Brown, you must find another site 
for your brick block, and be content to leave my estate 
■with the present owner. Next summer, I intend to 
put a splendid new mansion over the cellar of the old 
house," 

"Pho, Peter!" cried Mr. Brown, as he opened the 
kilohen-door ; "content yourself with building castles in 
the air, where house-lots are cheaper than on earth, to 
say nothing of the cost of bricks and mortar. Such 
fbondations are solid enough for jour edifices ; while this 
nndemeath us ia just the thmg for mlna ; and so we may 
both be suited. "What say jou, again ? " 

Precisely what I aaid hefore, Mr. Brown," answered 
Peter Goldthwaite. " And, as for castles in the air, 
mine may not be ae magni^ceut as that sort of architec- 
ture, but perhaps as Bubstantial, Mr. Brown, as the ve^ 
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respectable brick block with dry-goods 



sLops, and bauking-n 



i, tailors' 



n tbe lower floor, and law- 



yers' offices in tLe second story, which you are so anxious 
to substitute." 

" And the cost, Peter, eh ? " said Mr, Brown, as lie 
withdrew, in something of a pet. " 'fbat, I suppose, will 
be provided for, ofTLoud, by drawing a check on Bubble 
Bank ! " 

John Brown and Peter Goldthwaite had been jointly 
known to the commeroial world between twenty and 
thirty years before, under the firm of Goldthwaite & 
Brown ; which copartnership, however, was speedily dis- 
Bolved, by the natural incongruity of its constituent parts. 
Since that event, John Brown, with exactly the qualities 
of a thousand other John Browns, and by just such plod- 
ding methods as they used, had prospered woaderfuUy, 
and become one of the wealthiest Jobn Browns on earth. 
Peter Goldthwaite, on the contrary, after innumerable 
schemes, which ought to have collected all the coin and 
paper currency of the oonntiy into hia coffers, was as needy 
a gentleman as ever wore a patch npon his elbow. The 
contrast between him and hia former partner may be briefly 
marked, for Brown never reckoned upon luck, yet always 
bad it; while Peter made luck the main condition of his 
projects, and always missed it, While the means held out 
bis speculations had been magiiifloent, bat were chiefly 
confined, of late years, to such small buuneas as adven- 
tures in the lottery. Once, he had gone on a gold-gather- 
ing expedition, somewhere to the Sonth, and ingeniously 
contrived to empty his pockets more thoroughly than 
ever; while others, doubtless, were filling theirs with 
native hulhon by the handful. More recently he haw 
expended a legacy of a thousand or two of dollars in^ 
purchasing Mexican scrip, and thereby became the pn>-' 
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prietor of a province; mhicli, however, bo far as Pete 
oould find out, nan situated where he might Lave had an. i 
empire for the same money, — In the clouds. From & 
aeitrch after this valuable real estate, Peter returned so 
gaunt and threadharc, that, on reaching New England, 
the scarecrows in the coraiielda beckoned to him, as he 
passed by. " They did but flutter in the wind," quoth 
Peter Goldthwaite. No, Pet«r, they beckoned, for the 
scarecrows knew their brother ! 

At the period of our story, liia whole visible income 
would not have paid the las of the old mansion in which 
we find him. It was one of those rnstj, moss-grown, 
many-peaked wooden houses, which are scattered about 
the streets of our elder towns, with a beetle-browed 
second story projecting over the foundation, as if it 
frowned at the novelty around it. This old paternal ed- 
ifice, needy as he was, and though, beingcentrally£ituati:d 
on the principal street of the town, it would have brought 
Mm a handsome sum, the sagacious Peter had his 
reaaona for never parting with, either by auction o 
Tote sale. There seemed, indeed, to be a fatality that 
connected him with his birthplace; for, often as he had J 
stood on the verge of ruin, and standing there c 
he had not yet taken the step beyond it, which would have. ] 

f coBijielled him to surrender ttie house to his creditors. 

1 So here he dwelt with bad luck till good should ci 

Here, then, in hia kitchen, the only room where a.J 
spark of fite took off the chill of a November evening, ' 
poor Peter Goldthwaite had juat been visited by his rioh 1 
old partner. At the obse of their interview, Peter, with,] 
rather a mortified look, glanced downwards at his dress, T 
parts of which appeared as ancient as the days of Goir 
thwaite & Brown. His upper garment was a mixed si 
tout, wofullj faded, and patched with newer stuff i 
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each elljow ; beneath this, he wore a threadbare black 
coat, some of the silk bnttons of which had been replaced 
with others of a different pattern ; and lastly, though he 
lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they were very 
shabby ones, and had been partially turned brown, by 
the frec[uent toasthig of Peter's- shins before a scanty fire, 
Peter's person was in keeping with his goodly apparel, 
Gray-headei, hoUow-eyed, pale-cheeked, and lean-bodied, 
he was the perfect picture of a man who had fed on windy 
schemes and empty hopes till he could neither live on 
such unwholesome trash nor stomach more snbstantiat 
food. But, withal, this Peter Goldthwaite, crackbramed 
simpleton as, perhaps, he was, might have cut a very 
brilliant figure in the world, haii he employed hia imagi- 
nation in the airy business of poetry, instead of making 
it a demon of mischief in mercantile pursuits. Afler all, 
he was no had fellow, but as harmless as a child and as 
honest and honorable, and as much of the gentleman 
which nature meant him for, as an irregular life and de- 
pressed circumstances will permit any man to be. 

As Peter stood on tlie uneven bricks of his hearth, 
looking roand at the disconsolate old kitchen, his eyes 
began to kiudle with the illumination of an enthusiasm 
that never long deserted him. He raised hia hand, 
clinched it, and smote it energetically against the smoky 
panel over the fireplace. 

"The time iscomer'said he, "With such a treas- 
ure at command, it were folly to be a poor man any 
longer. To-morrow morning I will begin with the gar- 
ret, nor desist till I have torn the house down ! " 

Deep in the chimney-comer, Uke a witch in a dark 
cavern, sat a little old woman, mending one of the two 
pairs of stockings wherewith Peter Goldthwaite kept his 
toes from being frost-bitten. As the feet were ragged 
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"Isaj, Peter," cried Mr. Brown again, "what 
devil are you about there, that I hear such a tb( 
whenever I pass bj P Yoa are repairing the old hi 
I Buppoaa, — making a new one of it, — e' 

"Too ]ate for that, I am afraid, Mr. Brown," teplii 
Peter. " If I make it new, it will he new inaide and 
from the cellar upwards." 

" Had not you better let me tate the job P " said 
Brown, significantly. 

" Not jet ! " answered Pet«r, hastily shnttSng the 
dow ; for, ever since he had been in search of the trai 
nre, he hated to have people stare at him. 

As be drew back, ashaiped of iiia outward poverty, yet 
proud of the secret wealth within his grasp, a haughty 
smile shone out on Peter's visage, with precisely the 
effect of the dim sunbeams in the squalid chamber. Ho 
endeavored to assume such a mien as his ancestor had 
probably worn, when he gloried in the building of a. 
Btrong house for a home to many generations of his pos- 
terity. But the chamber was very dark to liis snow- 
dazzled eyes, and very dismal too, in contrast with the 
living scene that he had just looked upon. His brief 
glimpse into the street had given Mm a forcible impres- 
sion of the manner in wbicli the world kept itself cheer- 
ful and prosperous, by social pleasures and an intereonrHe 
of business, while he, in seclusion, was pursuing an object 
that might possibly be a phantasm, by a method which 
niost people would call madness. It is one great advan- 
tage of a gregarious mode of life, that each person recti- 
fies his mind by other mmds, and squares his conduct to 
that of his neighbors, so as seldom to be lost in eccentricity. 
Peter Goldthwaite had exposed himself to this iafluence, 
by merely looking out of the window. For a while, ha 
ibted whether there were any hidden* chest of 
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and, in that case, whettcr it was so excecdiiiglj wise to 
tear tlie house down, only to be convinced of its noa. 
existence. 

But this was momeiitarj. Peter, the Destroyer, re- 
sumed the task which fate had assigned him, nor faltered 
again, till it was accomplished. In the course of his 
searcli, he met with many tilings that are usually found 
in the ruiuG of an old house, and also with some that are 
not. What seemed most to the purpose waa a rusty key, 
which bad been thrust into a chink of the wall, with a 
wooden label appended to the handle, bearing the initials, 
P. G. Another singular discovery was that of a bottle of 
wine, walled up in an old o\fen. A tradition ran in the 
family, that Peter's grandfather, a jovial officer in the old 
French war, had set aside many dozens of the precious 
liquor, for the benefit of topers then unborn. Peter 
needed no cordial to sustain his hopes, and therefore 
kept the wine to gladden his success. Many halfpence 
did he pick up, that had been lost through the craoks of 
the floor, and some few Spanish coins, and the half of a 
broken sLxpencB, which had doubfJeas been a love-token. 
There was likewise a silver coronation medal of George 
the Third. But, old Peter Goldthwaitfi's atrong-hox ied 
from one dark comer to another, or otherwise eluded the 
second Peter's clutches, till, should he seek much farther, 
he must burrow into the earth. 

"We will not follow him in his triumphant progress, 
step by step. Suffice it, that Peter worked Kke a steam- 
engine, and finished, in that one winter, the job, which 
all the former inhabitants of the house, with time and 
the elements to aid tham, had only half done in a cen- 
tufj, Eseept the kitchen, every room and chamber was 
now gutted. The house was nothing but a shell, — 
the apparition of a bouse, — as unreal as the painted 
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edifices of a theatre. It ^ 
a great cheese, in Vfhieh b 
bled, till it waa a clieeso m 



3 like tliG perfect rind 4 
louae had dwelt a 
nore. And Peter > 



What Peter had torn down, Tabitha bad burned n 
for she wisely considered, that, without a honse, t 
should need no wood to warm it ; and therefore e 
omj was nonsense. Thus Ihe whole house might be Bi 
to have dissolved in smoke, and flown up among t 
clouds, through the great black flue of the kitchen cl 
nej. It waa an admirable parallel to the feat of the n; 
who jumjjed down hia own throat. 

On the night between the last daj of winter and t 
first of spring, every chink and cranny bad been r 
sacked, eicept within the precincts of tlie kitchen, 
fated evening was an ugly one. A snow-storm had ^ 
in some hours before, and was still driven and t 
about the atmosphere by a real hurricane, which fon, 
Bgainat the house, as if the prince of the air, 
were pntting the final stroke t<) Peter's labors, 
framework being so much weakened, and the ii 
props removed, it would have been no marvel, if, iu 
stronger wrestle of the blast, the rotten walb of t 
edifice, and all the peaked roofs, had come crashing don 
upon tlie owner's head. He, however, was careless of 
peril, but as wild and restless as the night itself, o 
the flame that quivered up the chimney, at each roar^ 
the tempestuous wind. 

"The wine, Tabitha [ " be cried. "My grandfatltts 
rich old wine ! We will drink it now ! " 

Tabitlm arose from her smoke-blackened ben 
chimney-corner, and placed tiie bottle before Peter, dot 
beside the old brass lamp, which had Kkewise h 
piize of his researches. Peter held it before hia eyeg, u 
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looking through the liquid medium, beheld the kitchen 
illuminated with a golden glorj, wjiich also enveloped. 
Tabitlia, aud gilded bet silver hair, and converted her 
Jnean garments into robes of queenly splendor, 
minded him of his golden dream. 

"Mr. Peter," remarked Tabitha, "muat the w 
drunk before the money is found P " 

" The money is found ! " esclaimed Peter, with a sort J 
of fierceness. " The chest is within my reach. I wiH T 
not sleep, till I have turned this key in the rusty lock. | 
But, first of all, let us drink I " 

There bemg no corkscrew in the house, he smote the 
neck of the bottle with old Peter Goldthwaite's rusty ■ 
key, and decapitated the sealed cork at a single blow. 
He then filled two little china teacups, which Tabitha I 
had brought from the cupboard. So clear and brilliant 
was this aged wine, that it shone within the cups, and 
rendered the aprig of scarlet dowers, at the bottom of 
each, more distinctly visible, than when there had been 
there. Its rich and delicate perfume wasted 
itself round the kitchen. 

" Drink, Tabitha ! " cried Peter. "Blessings on the 
honest old fellow, who set aside this good hquor for I 
you and me ! And here 's to Peter Qoldthwute's , 
memory ! " 

"And good cause have we to remember him," qnoth. ' 
Tabitha, as she drank. 

How many jears, aud through what changes of for- 
tune, and various calamity, had that bottle hoarded up 
its effervescent joy, to be quaffed at last by two such 
companions ! A portion of the happiness of a 
former age had been kept for them, and was now set 
free, Ln a crowd of rejoicing visions, to sport amid the 
and desolation of the present time. TJntQ. they 
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have finisliBd tbe bottle, we must tam oar ej| 

It so ciianced, that, on this atormj niglit, J 
Brown found liimself ill 
arm-chair, bj the glowing gi-ate of anthraeit^^ 
lieaifid hb handsome parlgr. He was naturallj | 
sort of a man, and kind and pitifal, wheneTcr d 
fortunes of others happened to reach his heart ^ 
tiie padded vest of his own prosperity. This ri 
he had thought much about his old partne^ 
Goldthwaite, his strauge vagaries, and continual 3 
the- poverty of hia dwelling, at Mr. Brown's taq 
and Peter's crazed and haggard aspect, when 1 
talked with him at the window. j 

''Poor fellow!" thought Mr. John Brown. ^ 
ocack-brtuned Peter Goldthwaite ! For old acquab 

sake, I ought to have taken care that he w ^ 

ble, tbis rough winter." 

These feelings grew so powerful, that, in 
inclement weather, he resolved to visit Petec 
thwaite immettiately. The strength of the impta 
really singular. Every shriek of the blast t 
summons, or wonld have seemed so, had Mr. J 
been accustomed to hear the echoes of his o 
the wind. Much amazed at such active ben 
huddled liiiusclf in bis cloak, muffled his throat it 
in comforters and handkerchiefs, and, thus forii 
defiance to the tempest. But the powers of the I 
rather the best of the hattle, Mr, Brown wi 
weathering the comer, by Peter Groldthwaite'a ] 
when the hurricane caught him off his feet, toaM 
fitce downward Into a anow-bank, and procBOl 
barj his protuberant part beneath fresh drifts. 1 
teemed little hope of his reappearance, ei 
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nest thaw. At the same momeiit, liis list was snatched 
away, and whirled aloft iuto saoie far-distant re^oii, 
whence no tidings have as jet returned. 

Nevertheless, Mr. Brown contrived to burrow a pas- 
sage through the snow-drift, iind, with hia hare head 
bent against the storm., ftoundcred onward lo Peter's 
door. There was such a creaking, and groaning, and 
rattling, and such an ominous shaking throughout the 
craiy ediiee, that the loudest rap would have been in- 
audible to those within. He therefore entered, without 
oeremoiij, and groped his waj to the kilchen. 

His intrusioQj even there, was unnoticed. Peter and 
Tabitha stood with their backs to the door, stooping over 
a targe chest, which, apparently, tbe; had just dragged 
hom a cavity, or concealed closet, on the left side of the 
chimuBj. By the lamp in the old woman's hand, Mr. 
Brown saw that the chest was barred and clamped with 
iron, strengthened with iron plates, and studded with iron ■ 
nails, so as to be a fit receptacle in which the wealtli of 
one century might be hoarded up for the wants of an- 
other. Peter Goldthwaitc was inserting a key into the 
lock. 

"0 Tabitha!" cried he, with tremulous rapture, 
"how shall 1 endure tbe effulgence? The gold! — the 
bright, bright gold ! Methinks I can remember mj last 
glance at it, just as the iron-pLat«d lid fell down. And 
ever since, being seventy years, it has been blazing in 
secret, and gathering its splendor against this glorious 
moment ! It will flash upon us like the noonday sun ! " 

"Then shade your eyes, Mr. Peter! " aaid Tabitha, 
with somewhat less patience than usual. " But, for 
mercy's sake, do turn the key ! " 

And, with a strong effort of both hands, Peter did 
force ^e rusty key through the intricacies of the r 
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lock. Mr, Browu, in the mean time, Iiqd drawn n 
&nd thrust Us eager visage between those of the a 
two, at the instant that Peler threw np the lid. 
sudden blaze Uluminated the kitchen. 

"What's here P " exclaimed Tabitha, adjuatinj I 
spectacles, and holding the lamp over the open cbc 
"Old Peter GoldthwaJte's hoard of old rags." 

" Pretty mncli so, Tabby," said Mr. Brown, 1 
handful of the treasure. - 

0, what a ghost of dead and buried wealth had T 
GoldthwBite raised, to scare himself ont of his s 
wita withal ! Here was the semblance of an iucalculawi 
sum, enongh to pnrchaae the whole town, and build 
every street anew, but which, vast as it was, no sane 
man would hare given a solid sixpence for. What then, 
in sober earnest, were the delusive treasures of the 
chest ? Why, here vrere old provincial bills of credit, 
'and treasury notes, and bills of land banks, and all 
other bubbles of the sort, from the first issue, above a 
(senturj and a half ago, down nearly to the RevolntioQ. 
Bills of a thousand pounds were intermixed with paroli- 
nient pennies, and worth no more than they. 

" And this, then, is old Peter Goldthwaite's treasnre ! " 
said John -Brown. "Yonr namesake, Peter, was some- 
thing like yonrself; and, when the provincial currency 
had depreciated fifty or seventy-five per cent, he bought 
it up, in expectation of a rise, I have heard my grand- 
father say, that old Peter gave his father a mortgage 
of this very house and land, to raise cash for hia aillj 
project. But the currency kept sinking, till nobody 
would take it as a gift ; and there was old Peter Qold- 
thwaite, like Peter the second, with thousands in hia 
strong-box, and hardly a coat to his back. He went 
1 of it. But, never mind, Peter I 




PETEa GOI.DTHWAITB'8 TEBA3UEB. 187 
It is juat the sort of capital for building castlea in tlio 

JUT." 

"TLe house will be down about our ears!" cried 
Tabitha, as the vrind shook it witb increasing violence. 

" Let it faJl ! " said Peter, folding liia arms, as he 
seated himself upon the chest. 

" No, no, mj old friend Peter," said John Broira, 
"I have house-room for yon and Tabby, and a. safe 
Tau]t for the chest of treasure. To-morrow we will trj 
to come to an ogreeraent about the sale of this old house. 
B«al estate is well up, and I could afford you a pretty 
handsome price." 

" And I," observed Peter Goldthwaite, wilJi reriving 
spirits, " have a, plan for laying out the cash to great ad- 
vantage." 

" Wby, as to that," muttered John Brown to him- 
self, " we must apply to the nest court for a guardian 
to take care of the solid cash; and if Peter insists upon 
speculating, he may do it to his heart's content with old 
Pbtbr Goij)tewaitb's TttEisuEZ." 
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B^^ASSINQ a stunmer, several jeatn smce, &t I 
n^H gartown, on the island of Martha's Vineyard, fl 
Eff^'l became acquainted with a certain carver % 
tombstones, who had travelled aad voyaged thither & 
the interior of Maasachuaetts, in aearch of profes 
employment. The speculation had turned out so B 
cesaful, that mj frieud expected to transmute slate a 
marble into silver and gold, to the amount of at leut 1 
thousand dollars, during the few months of his aqjool 
at Nantucket and tiic Vineyard. The secluded lifl^ at 
the simple and primitive spirit which still charai 
the inhabitants of those islands, especially of Mar 
Vineyard, insure their dead friends a longer and deK 
remembrance than the daily novelty and revolving i 
tie of the world can elsewhere afford to beings of ti 
past. Yet while every family is anxious to erect a a 
morial to its departed members, the nnt^ted breatii q 
ocean bestows such health and length of days npon t' 
people of the isles, aa would cause a melancholy dea 
of business to a resident artist in that line. P'" owl 
monument, recording his disease by starvation, '^ 
probably be an early specimen of his skiU. Oraveston 
therefore, have generally been an article of imporfa 
merchandise. 
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In my walks throngh the burial-groiintl of Edgartown, 

— whore the dead have lain so long that the aoil, once 
emiehed by their decay, baa returned to its origiual bar- 
retmeaa, — in that ancient burial-ground 1 noticed much 
varietj of monnmental sculpture. The elder stonea, 
dated a centnrj back, or more, have borders elaborately 
carved with flowers, and are adorned with a multiplicity 
of death's-heads, cross-bones, scythes, hour-glassoB, and 
other lugubrious emhiema of mortahtj, with here and 
there s winged eherah to direct the mourner's spirit 
npward. These productions of Gothic taste must have 
been quite beyond the colonial skill of the day, and were 
probably carved in London, and brought across the 
ocean to commemorate the defunct worthies of this lonely 
isle. The more recent monuments are mere alabs of 
slate, in the ordinaiy style, without any superfluous 
flouriabes to aet off the bald inscriptions. But others 

— and those far the moat impressive, both to my taste 
and feelings ■ — were ronghlj hawn. from the gray rocks 
of the island, evidently by the iinakilled liands of surviv- 
ing friends and relatives. On some tliere were merely 
the initials of a name ; some were inscribed with niisepelt 
prose or rhyme, in deep letters, which the moss and 
wintiy rain of many years bad not been able to oblitcr- 
«te. These, these were graves where loved ones slept ! 
It is an old theme of satire, the falsehood and vanity of 
monumental eulogies; but wlien affection and sorrow 
grave the letters with their own painful labor, then we 
may be sure that they copy from the record on their 
hearts. 

My acquaintance, the sculptor, — he may share that 
title with Greeaough, since the dauber of signs i 
painter as well as Raphael, — had found a ready market 
for all his blank glaba of marbk, and iall occupatioa in. i 
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lettering and ornamenting them. Ho was an eldcrl_ 
man, a descendant of tlie old Puritan family of Wigglea- 
trortli, witli a, ceituin simpticit; and singleness, both of 
heart and mind, wliich, metLinks, is more rarelj found 
among us Tankeea tLan in auj other communilj' of peo- 
ple. In spite of hia graj head and wrinkled brow, he 
was quite like a cluld in all matters save what had some 
reference to Us own hasiness ; lie seemed, nnlesa mj 
fancy misled me, to view mankind in no other relation 
tLan as people in want of tombstones; and Ms literary 
attainments evidently comprehended very little, either of 
prose or poetry, which had not, at one time or other, 
been inscribed on slate or marble. His sole task aad 
office among the immortal pilgrims of the tomb— the 
duty for which Providence had sent llie old man into 
the world, as it were with a chisel in hia hand — was to 
label the dead bodies, lest tlieir names should be for- 
gotten at the resurrection. Yet he had not failed, within 
a narrow scope, to gather a few sprigs of earthly, and 
more than earthly, wisdom, — the harvest of many a 

And lugubrious as his calling might appear, he was as 
cheerfol an old soul as health, and integrity, and lack of 
care, could make him, and used to set to work upon one 
sorrowful inscription or another with that sort of spirit 
which impels a man to siog at his labor. On the whole, 
I found Mr. Wigglesworth an entertaining, and often 
instructive, if not an interesting charaeteri and partly 
for the charm of hia society, and stiU more because hia 
work has an invariable attraction for " man that is bora 
IS accustomed to spend some hours a 
workshop. The quaiutueaa of hia remarks, 
it infrequent truth, — a truth condensed 
the limited sphere of his 
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racines3 to his talk, wliich mere worldliuess aad general 
oultivatiQu would at oaoe Lave deatrojed. 

SometimeB wii would discuss thi: respective merits of 
the various qualities of marble, numerous slabs of which 
were resting against the walls of tlie shop ; or sometimes 
an hour or iwo would pass quietlj, without a word on 
either aide, while I watched how ueatly his chisel struck 
out letter after letter of the names of tlie Nortons, the 
Majhows, the Luces, the Daggets, and other immemorial 
families of the Vineyard. Often, with an artist's pride, 
the good old sculptor would speak of faTorite productions 
of his skill, which were scattered througliout the village 
gravejards of New England, . But my chief and most 
instructive amusemeut was to witness his interviews with 
his customers, who held interminable oonaultAtions about 
the form and fashion of the desired monuments, the 
buried excellence tu be commemorated, the anguish to 
be e^tpressed, aud flnallj, the lowest price in dollars and 
cents for which a marble transcript of their feehugs might 
be obtained. Eealij, mj niind received many fresh ideas, 
wliich, perhaps, may remain iu it even louger than Mr. 
Wiggles worth's hardest marble will retaiu tlie deepest 
strokes of his chisel. 

An elderly lady came to bespeak a monument for her 
first love, who bad been killed by a whale in the Pacific 
Ocean no less thau forty years before. It was singular 
that so strong an impression of early feelLug should have 
survived through the changes of bur subsequent lifp.ia 
the course of wbicli she had been a wife and a mother, and, 
BO far as I could judge, a comfortable and huppy womuu. 
Reflecting within myself, it appeared to me that ihia lif 
long sori'ow — as, in all good Mth, she deeiried It — 

e of the most foitunate circumstaaoes ft' 
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pnrer and leas eartWj than slie wodd otherwise 1 
been, by drawbg a portion of her sympathies apart: fi 
earth. Amid tbe tbrong of enjojmeata, and the prasa 
of worldly care, and all tbe warm materialism of thie j 
she had communed with a vision, and had been the b 
for such intercourse. Faithful to the husband of J 
maturity, and loving him with a far 
tbau Bhe ever could bave felt for this dream of her | 
hood, there' had still been an imaginative faith t< 
ocean-buried, so that an ordinary character had thns H 

elevated and refined. Her sighs had been the hte 

Heaven to her soul. The good ladj earnestly desireia 
that tbe proposed monument sbould be ornamented witt 
a carved border of marine plants, intertwined with twisted 
sea-shella, such as were probably waving over her lovei's 
Bkelcton, or strewn around it, in the Eir depths of the 
Pacific. But Mr. Wiggleawora's obisel being inadequate 
to tbe task, she was forced to content herself with a rose, 
banging its bead from a broken stem. After her de- 
parture, I remarked that the symbol was none of the 
most apt. 

" And yet," said my friend the sculptor, embodying in 
this image the thoughts that had been passing through 
my own mind, " that broken rose has shed its sweet smell 
through forty years of the good woman's life." 

It was seldom that I could find such pleasant food for 
contemplation as in the above instance. None of tbe 
applieants, I I liinV , affected me more disagreeably than 
came, with his fourth wife hanging on 
, to bespeak gravestones for the three former 

QQpants of his marrlagc-bcd. I watched with some 

e whether his remembraooe of either were 

B affectionate than of the other two, but could difr- 

D symptom of the luud. The three i 




ould difr- ^1 
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were all to be of tlie same msitenal and form, and each 
decorated, in bss-ralief, with two weeping-wiEo^s, one ' 
of these sympathetic trees bending over its fellow, which 
was to be broken in tbe midst and rest upon a sepulchral J 
uni. This, indeed, was Mr. Wigglesworth's ataoding 1 
emblem of conjugal bereaTement. I shuddered at the i 
gray poljgamiat, who had so ntterly lost tbe holy se 
of individuality in wedlock, that methought he was fain I 
to reckon npon bis fingers how man;f women, who had I 
once slept by bis side, were now sleeping in tbeir graves. 
There was even — if I wrong him it is no great matter I 
■ — a glance sidelong at his living spouse, as if he w 
inclined to drive a thriftier bargain by bespeaking four j 
gravestones in a lot. I was better pleased with a rougli [ 
old whaling captain, who gave directions for a broad I 
marble slab, divided into two aompartments, one of which | 
was to contain an epitaph on bis deceased wife, and tbe ' 
other to bo left vacant, till death should engrave bis i 
own name there. As is frequently the case among the I 
whalers of Martha's Vineyard, so much of this storm- 
beaten widower's life had been tossed away on distant 
seas, that out of twenty years of matrimony he had spent t 
scarce three, and those at scattered intervals, beneath hia 1 
own roof. Thus the wife of his youth, though she died f 
in his and her declining ago, retained the bridal dewdrops 1 
fresh around her memory. I 

My obsen-ationa gave me the idea, and Mr. Wiggles- | 
worth confirmed it, that husbands were more faithful ii 
setting up memorials to tbeir dead wives than widows to 1 
their dead husbands. 1 was not ill-natured enough to J 
fancy that women, leas than men, feel so sure of theii ] 
own constancy as to be willing- to give a pledge of it ia J 
marble. It is more probably tbe fact, that while n 
arc able to reflect npon their lost compamouaaaTs 
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atone that ;od ever made is the tisibte rrmhol of k rms> 
taken irstem. Oar [houglits should soar upwsrd wilh 
the hatterfli, — not linger nith the exoTw that caoSntd 
him, la tmth and tt-asoa. beither those wlMito tre oB 
the liring, aod still less the departed, bave tatjtiaag lo do 
with the grare." 

" I never beard anjthiog so heathenish ' " saad ICt 
Wigglesworth, perplexed and displeased at seoumoiEi 
vbich controierted all his Dotious and feeling, and IB- 
plied the utterwoste, and vorse, of his vbole life's laibar; 
" would JOD forget jour dead friends, the mommt fiifj 
are uuder ilie sod ? " 

" Thej are not onder the sod," I rqoined ; " then whj 
should I mark the spot where tbere is no treasBie liid- 
den ! Forget them ': No ! But to remember Qaa 
aright, I would forget what thev hace cast off. And to 
gain ihe truer conception of Death, I would forget tie 
GB.\rE ! " 

But still the good old scnlptor mnnnurBd, and stnn- 
bled, ta it were, orer the gravestones amid which he bad 
walked through life. Whether he were right or ■mag, 
I had grown the wiser from our cumpoaionship and boai 
mj obserralions of nature and character, as displayed bf 
those wbo came, with tlteir old griefs or their new OBta, 
to gel them recorded upon his slabs of marble. And je^ 
with mj gain of wisdom, I had likewise gained peij^x- 
itj ; for there was a strange doubt in mj uiitid, vbctiKT 
the dark shadowing of this life, the sorrows and r 
have not as much real comfort in them — leaving i 
ious influences out of the question — as irhat wb ti 
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3NE daj, iu t!ie aict-cbambcr of I'alher Epliruim, 
T who had hecn forty jcara the presiding elder 

r the Shaker settlement at Goshen, there 

' VV aa assemblage of Beveral of tlie eliief men of the 
HBt'. IndlridnaU had come from the rich establishment 
at Lebanon, from Canterbury, Harvard, and Alfred, and 
from all the other localities wliere this strange people 
have fertilized the rugged liilb of New England by their 
systematic industry. An elder was likewise there, who 
had made a pilgrimage of a thousand miles from a village 
of the faithfnl in Xentucky, to visit his spiritual Idndred, 
the ehilJren of the sainted Mother Ann . He had par- 
taken of the homely abundance of their tables, bad quaffed 
the fac-famcd Shaker cider, and had joined in the sacred 
dance, every step of which is believed to alienate tl 
thusiast from earth, and hear him onward to 1 
purity and hliss. His brethren of the North I 
courteonsly invited him to be present on an i 
wben the concurrence ot every eminent member of §■ 
community was peculiarly desirable. 

The venerable Father Ephraim sat in bis easy-n' 
not only hoary-beaded and inlrra with 
down by a lingering disease, which, it wai 
I transfer his patriart 
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At bis footstool stood a maa 
Shaker garb. 

" Mj brethren," said Patber Ephraim to the surronnd- 
ing elders, feeblj exerting himself to utter these few words, 
"here are the son and daughter to wiiom I would com- 
mit the trnst of which Providence is about to ligbten^jr 
weary shoulderB. Bead their laceB, I pray you, and say 
whether the inward (ooveraent of the spirit hath g;uided 
my choice aright." 

Accordingly, each elder looked at the two candidates 
with a most scriitininiiig gaze. The man, whose name 
waa Adam Colhuni, had a face smibiiint with labor in, 
tie fields, jet inteUigent, thoughtful, and traced witU 
cares enough for a whole lifetime, though he had barolj- 
I'eacbed middle age. There was something seyere in hu 
L aapect, and a ri^dity throughout his person, eharactenB- 
t caused him generally 1o be taken for a achod- 
sr ; which vocation, in fact, he had formerly enereised 
r seyecal years. The woman, Martha Pierson, was 
somewhat above thirty, tbin and pale, as a Sliitker sister 
almost inrariablj is, and not eulirely free from that 
corpse-like appearance, which the garb of the sisterhood 
is so well calculated to impart. 

"This pair are still in the summer of their year%'* 

observed the elder from Harvard, a, shrewd old raao, 

" I would like better to see the Jioarfrost of autumo. on. 

, their beads. Methinks, also, they wiU be exposed t6 

L-^pecuIiar temptations, on account of the carnal desit^ 

■ irhich hare heretofore subsisted between them." 

"Nay, brother," said the elder from Canterhury, "ttitr 
ioarfrost and the blucifrost hath done its work 
Brother Adam and Sister Martha, 
discern its traces in our cornfields while they ai 
en. And why should we question the wisdom i 
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venerable Father's purpoBe, allliougb this pair, iu their 
earlj youth, have l^ved one auother as the world's people 
love ? Are there not maiij "brethren aud sisters anion^ 
us who have lived long together in wedlock, yet, adopt- 
ing our faith, find tbeir hearts purified from all but spirit- 
ual affection ? " 

Whether or no the early loves of Adam aud Martha 
bad rendered it inexpedient that thej should now preside 
together over a Shaker village, it was certainly moat sin- 
gular that such should be tlie final result of many warm 
and tender hopes. Children of iieighboriug families, their 
affootion vas older even than Iheii' school-days ; it seemed . 
on innate principle, interfused among all their sentimeate ' 
and feelings, and not so mnch a distinct ti 
as connected with tbeir whole volume of remembrances, i 
But, just as they reached a proper age for tbeir union, 
misfortunes had fallen beavily on both, and mode it neces- 
sary that they should resort to personal labor for a. bare 
subsistence. Even under these circumstances, Marthar 
Pierson would probably have consented to unite her fata 
with Adam Colbnm's, and, secure of the bliss of mutual 
love, would patiently have a^waited the less important 
gift^of fortuue, But Adam, beingof a calm and cautious 
character, was loath to relinquish the advantages which 
a single man possesses for raising himself in the world. 
Year after year, therefore, their marriage had been de- 
ferred. Adam Colbum had followed many vocations, 
had travelled far, and seen much of f 
Martha had earned her bread som^ 
sometimes o^ help to a farmcff'g^ 
mistress of the village a 
watcher of the sick, thia 
the ultimate u 
ghadB 



206 TWICE-TOLD T4I.es. 

might liaTe gushed from her heart, in words that it 
bare been profanation to utter there. 

"Adam has spoken," said elie, huniedlj 
nients are likewise miaie." 

But while speaking these few words, Martha grew 
pale, that she looked fitter to be laid in her coffin, than to 
stand in tlie presence of Father Ephraim and the elders j 
she shuddered, also, as if there were something awful 
or horriWe in her situation and destiny. It required, 
indeed, a more than feminine streugtli of nerve, to sua-' 
tain the fixed observance of men so exalted and famous 
throughout the sect, as these were. Tiiej had overcome 
their natural sympathy with human frailties and affec- 
tions. One, when he joiued the Society, had brought 
with bim his wife and children, but never, from that 
honr, had spoken a fond word to the former, or taken 
his best-loved child upon his knee. Another, whose 
family refused to follow him, had been enabled — auch 
■was his gift of holy fortitude — to leave them to tho 
mercy of the world. The youngest of the elders, a man, 
of about fiflj, had been hrei from infancy in a Shaker vil- 
lage, and was said never to have clasped a woman's hand 
inhia own, and to have no conception of a closer tie thaa 
the cold fratenial one of the sect. Old Father Ephraim. 
was the most awtul character of all. In his joutli, hfl 
had been a dissolute libertine, but was converted by 
Mother Ann herself, and had partaken of the wild fanati- 
cism of the early Shakers. Tradition whispered, at the 
firesides of the village, that Mother Ann had been com- 
pelled to sear his heart of flesh with a red-hot iron, before 
it could be purified from earthly passions. 

However that might be, poor Marfiia bad a woman'a 
heart, and a tender one, and it quailed within her as she 
looked round at those strange old men, and from thenj. 
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to the calm features of Adam Colbum. But perceiving J 
that the elders ejed ber doubtfuUj, slie gasped tor breSith, J 
and again apote. I 

" With what strength is left me by my niany troubles," I 
said she, " I ant ready to undertake this charge, and to do I 
mj best in it." ] 

"My children, join yourhanda," said Father Epliroim. j 

They did ao. The elders stood ap around, and tho I 
Father feeUy laiaed himself to a more erect position, but I 
continued sitting in bis great chair. ' 

" I have bidden you to join your bands," said he, "not -i 
in earthly affection, for ye have cast off its chains forever ; m 
but as brother and sister in spiritual lore, and helpers □{■ 
one another in your allotted ta^k. Toaeb uulo others tlul 
feith which ye have received. Open wide your gates, — '9 
I deliver you the keys thereof, — open them wide to oil il 
■who will give up the iniquities of the world, and eome j 
hither to lead lives of purity and peace. Beceive the I 
weary ones, who have known the vanity of earth, — re- I 
ceive the httle children, that they may never learn that j 
miserable bsson. Aud a blessing he upon your labors j I 
so that the time may hasten on, when the mission of * 
Mother Ann shall have wrought its full effect, —when 
children shall no more be bom uaii die, and the last sur- 
■vivor of mortal race, some old and weary man like me, 
shall see the sun go down, nevermore to rise on a world 

The aged Father sank hutTc, 
rounding elders deemed, with _ 
irheada 
on their patriarchal duties. 1 j 
Ephraim, their eyes 
who grew paler and pub 
- , indeed, li, 
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hers^ and folded hb arms with a sense of satisfied am<- 
bition. Bat pale and paler grew Martha by his side^ till^ 
like a corpse in its burial-clothes, she sank down at the 
feet of her early lover; for, after many trials firmly 
borne, her heart could endure the weight of its desolate 
agony no longer. 
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NIGHT SKETCHES. 

BEHKATH AN UMBRELLA. 

H^HILEASANT is a rainy winter's dnj, withiiL dooTS I 
EI^^B The best study for sncli a day, or the best 
Pi^^l amusement, — call it which you will, — is a 
book of travels, describing scenes the most unlike tbat 
sombre one, whieh ia mistily presented throagh. the win- 
dows. I haye experienced, (hat fancy is (lien most suo- 
cesafnl in imparting distinct shapes sad vivid colors to 
the objects whicb the author has spread upon his page, 
and that his words become magic spells to summon np a 
thousand varied pictures. Strange landscapes glimmer 
through the familiar walls of the room, and outlandish 
figures thrust themselves almost within the sacred pre- 
cincts of the hearth. Small ea my chamber ia, it has 
space enough to contain the ocean-like circumference 
of an Arabian desert, its parched sands tracked by 
the long line of a caravan, with the camels patiently 
journeying through the heavy sunshine. Though my 
ceiling be not lofty, yet I can pile np the mountains of 
Central Asia beneath it, till their summits shine far 
above the clouds of the middle atmosphere. And, with 
my humble mea'- - — "nltti that i: 
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ental bazaar, and call a crowd of parchasers from d ,,^^ 
coimtriea, to pnj a Mr profit for the precious artides 
whicli are displayed on all sides. True it is, however, 
that amid tlia hustle of traffic, or whatever else may 
seem to he going on. around mo, tlie rain-drops will occa- 
sionally be heard to patter against my window-pane^ 
which look forth upon one of the quietest streets in a 
New England town. After a time, too, the visions yaniali, 
Bud will not appear again at my bidding. Then, it being 
f nightfall, a gloomy sense of unreality depresses ray spir- 
l its, and impels mo to renture out, before the cloek shall 
Tatrike bedtime, to satisfy mjseK that the world is not 
I entirely made np of such shadowy materials, as havB 
rlmsied nie throughout the day. A dreamer may dwell so 
long among fantasies, that the things without him 'wiU 
seem as unreal as those within. 

When eve has fairly set in, therefore, I sally farti, 
tightly buttoning mj shaggy overcoat, and hoisting my 
umhrella, the silken dome of which immediately resoimdi - 
with the hearj drumming of the invisible rnin-dropa. 
Pausing on the lowest doorstep, I contrast the wanntll. 
and cheerfulness of my deserted fireside with the drear^ . 
obscurity and chill discomfort into which I am abont te' 
plunge. Now come fearful auguries, innumerable as tin 
drops of rain. Did not my manhood cry shame upon na^.^ 
I should turn back witliiu doors, resume my elbow-che' 
^ mj slippers, and my book, pass such an evening o( $1^ 
■ jish enjoyment as the day has been, and go to beSi 
•'glorious. The same shivering reluctance, no doubt, it 
quelled, for a moment, the adventurous spirit of n 
traveller, when his feet, which were destined 1 
ure the earth around, were leaving their last t 
the liome-paths. 
In my own case, fixix human nature may be sj 
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few zmsg^yinga. T look upward, and discern no sky, 
not even an nnfathomahle yoid, but only a black, impene- 
trable nothingness, as though heayea and all its lights 
were blotted from the ayatem of the imiveraa. It is as 
if nature were dead, and the world bad put on black, and 
the clouds were weeping for her. With their tears upon 
my cbeek, I turn my eyes earthward, but fiod Utile con- 
solation here below. A lamp is burning dimly at the 
distant comer, and (hrows just enough of light along the 
street, to show, and exaggerate by so faintly showing, 
the perils and difficulties which beset my path. Yonder 
flingily white remnant a£ a huge snow.bank, — which 
will yet cumber the sidewalk till the latter days of 
March, — over or through that wintry waste must I 
stride onward. Beyond, lies a certain Slough of De- 
spond, a concoction of mud and liquid Qlth, aidde-deep, 
leg-deep, n k d p — in a word, of unknowo bottom, — 
on which tb lamplight does not even glimmer, but 
which I have cc n Uy w I hed, in the gradual growth 
of its horro s f n m n 1 11 niglilfail. Should I fiouu- 
der into its d pth lit w U t upper earth ! And hark ! 
how roughly e o nds Ihe arbg of a stream, the tur- 
bulent care f wh h is p tmlly reddened by the gleam 
of the lamp, but elsewhere brawls noisily through the 
densest gloom. O, should I be swept away in fording 
that bipetooua and unolean tuLriiii, the coroner will 
have a job with an unfortuiiu'. . • '. ■ Mo^ild 

Fain end his troubles anjwhcii : 

Pshaw! I will linger nci irm's- 

length from these dim terrors, 'i 
ly formidable, the loncor I di lu^ !■■ l--;! :■ >■ 
*■ for the ouset ! And lo ! wi' ', ' i ' ' 1 1 .ii; 
dash of rain in the f^r. .'■..■', ' I' mud liigji 

up the pantaloons, im.l il '■^ 
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behold me at the comer of the street. The lamp tlurowa 
down a circle of red light around me ; and twinkling 
onward from comer to coroer, 1 discern other beacoiu 
marsballing m^ vaj to a brighter scene. But this is & 
lonesome aiid drearj spot. The tail edificeg bid gloomy 
defiance to the storm, with their blinda all closed, even 
as a man winks when he faces a spatteriug gust. Half 
loudly tinkles the collected rain down the tin spouts 1 
The puffs of wind are boisterous, and seem to assail mc 
from various quarters at once. I have often observed 
that this corner is a haunt and loite ring-place for those 
winds which have no work to do upon the deep, daahhig 
ships against our iron-bound shores ; nor ia the forest, 
tearit^g up the sj'Ivan giants with half a rood of stul at 
their vast roots. Here they amuse themselveK with leaaer 
freaks of mischief. See, at this moment, how they aeaal 
yonder poor woman, who ia passing juat within the verge 
of the lamplight ! One blast struggles for her umbrella, 
aud turns it wrong side outward ; another whisks the 
cape of her cloak across her eyes ; while a third lakes 
most unwarrantahle liherties with the lower part of her 
attire. Happily, the good dame is no gossamer, but a 
figure of rotundity and fleshly substance ; else would 
these aerial tormentors whirl her aloft, like n witch upon 
a broomstick, and set her down, doubtless, in the ffltM- 
est kennel bereahout. 

From hence I tread upon firm pavements into tfae 
centre of the town. Here there is almost as briUiflnt 
an illumination as when some great victory t 
won, either on the battle-field or at the polls. Two row* 
of shops, with windows down nearly to the ground, Oi 
a glow from side to side, while the black night l 
overhead like a canopyj and thus keeps the s' 
£^01 diffuuug iteeU avra,]. Tbe ■iiv.i, sidewalks 1 
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with a broad sheet or red light. The rain-drops glitter, 
as if the sky were poariug down rubies. The sponts 
gush with fire. Methioks the: scone la an emblem of 
the deceptive glare, which mortals throw around their 
footsteps in the moral world, thus bedazzling themaeltes, 
till tbej forget the impenetrable obscurity that hems 
them in, and that can he dispelled only by radiance ' 
from aboTe. And after all, it is a cheerless scene, and 
cheerless are the wanderers in it. Here conies one who 
has so long been familkr with tempeatnous weather that 
he takes the bluster of the storm for a friendly greeting, 
as if it shonld say, " How fare ye, brother ? " He is a 
retired sea-captain, wrapped in some nameless garment 
of the pea-jacket order, and is now laying his course 
towards the Marine Insurance Office, there t^i spia 
yams of gale and shipwreck, with a crew of oM sea- 
dogs like himself. The blast will put in its word among 
their hoarse voices, and be understood by all of them. 
West I meet an unhappy shpshod gentleman, with a 
cloak flung hastily over liis shoulders, rumuog a race 
with boisterons winds, and strivmg to glide between the 
drops of rain. Some domestic emergency or other has 
blown tbis miserable man from his warm Sreaide in qaeat 
of a doctor ! See that little vagabond, —how carelessly 
he has taken his stand right underneath a spout, while 
staring at some object of cnriosilj in a shop-window! 
Surely the rain is Lis native element ; he must have 
fallen with it from the clouds, as frogs are supposed 
to do. 

Here is a picture, and a pretty one. *A young man 
and a girl, both CLveloped in cloaks, and huddled be- 
neath the scanty protection of a cotton umbrella. She 
wears rubber overshoes ; but he is in his dancing-pumps ; 
■ad they are on their wnv. no doubt, iv, 4c«i« i^s:Siv,^i- 
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party, or snhscription-bBll at a dollar 
ments included. Thna thEj struggle against tiie gloomy 
tempest, lured onward bj a vision of festal splendor. 
But, ah! a most lamenlable disaster. Bewildered by 
the red, bine, and jeUow meteors, in an apotbecarj's 
window, tiiey bare stepped upon a slippery remnant 
of iee, and ate precipitated into b confluence of awoUea 
floods, at the corner of two streets. Luckless lovers ! 
Were it my nature to be other than a looker-ou in life, 
I would attempt your rescue. Since that may not be^ 
I vow, should you be drowned, to weave such a patbetio 
story of your fate, as shall call forth tears enon^ to 
drown you both anew. Do ye touch bottom, my jonng 
friends F Yes ; they emerge like a wafer-nymph and a 
river ieitj, and paddle hand in hand out of the deptba 
of the dark pool. Thej hurry homeward, dripping, dis- 
consolate, abaabed, but with love too warm to be chilled 
by the coid water. They have stood a test which proves 
too strong for many. Faithful, thougb over head and 
ears in trouble! 

Onward I go, deriving a sympathetic joy or sorrow 
from the varied aspect of mortal affairs, even as my 
figure catcbes a gleam from the hghled windows, or 
is bhickened by an interval of darkness. Not that initie 
is altogether a chameleon spirit, with no hue of its own. 
Now I pass into a morn retired street, where the dwell- 
ings of wealth and poverty are intermingled, presenting- a 
range of stronglj contrasted pictures. Here, too, may 
be found the golden mean. Through yonder casement 
^ discern a family circle, — the grandmother, the pa^. 
, and the children, — all flickering, shadow-Uke, in 
glow of a wood-fire. Bluster, fierce blast, and bea^ 
II wintry rain, against the window-panes I Ye obh- 
p the enjoyment of that fireside. Surely my 
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is bard, that I should be wandering homeless here, tak- 
ing to my bosom iiig'tt, and atorm, and solitude, instead 
of wife aud ohildcea. Peace, murmurer ! Donbt not 
that darker guests arc sitting round the hearth, though 
the warm blaze liidea all but bliasful imagea, Well; 
here ia still a brighter scene. A stately mansion, illu- 
minated for a ball, with cut-gkss ehandeliers and ala- 
baster lampa ui erery room, and sunn; landscapes hatig- ' 
ing round the waUs. See ! a coach baa stopped, whence 
emerges a sleuder beauty, who, canopied bj two um- 
brellas, ghdes within the portal, and vanishes amid 
lightaome thrills of music. WOl she ever feel the nigbt- 
wind and the rain ? Perhaps, — perhaps I And will 
Death and Sorrow ever enter that proud mansion? 
As surely as the dancers will be gay within its halls 
to-night. Such thoughts sadden, yet satisfy my heart; 
for they teach me that the poor man, in his mean, 
weather-beaten hovel, without a fire to cheer him, may 
call the rich his brother, brethren by Sorrow, who must 
be an imnate of both their households, — brethren by 
Death, who will lead them both to other homes. 

Onward, still onward, I plunge into the night. Now 
hare I reached the uknost limits of the town, where the 
last lamp atmggles feebly with the darkneas, like the 
farthest star that stands aentinel on the bordera of un- 
created apace. It is strange what sensations of sublimity 
may apring from a very humble source. Such are sug- 
gested by this hollow roar of a subterranean cataract, 
where the mighty stream of a kennel precipitates itself 
beneath au iron grate, and is seen no more on earth. 
Listen awhile to its voice of mystery ; and fancy will 
magnify It, till you start and smile at the illusion. And 
now another sound, ^ the rumblmg of wheels, - 
aiaiJ-ooach, outward hound, rolls heavily off the c 
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DiEEts, and aplashes through the mud and water of the 
road. All night bng, the poor passengers vrill be tossed 
to and fro between drowsy watch and troubled sleep, and. 
will dream of their own quiet beda, and awake to find 
themselyea atUl jolting onward. Happier mj lot, who 
will straightway liie mo to my familiar room, and toast 
myself comfortably before the fire, mnaiug, and fitfully 
dozing, and fancying a strangeness in such sights as all 
may see. But flrat let me gaze at this aohtarj figure, 
who comes hitherward with a tin lantern, which throws 
the circular pattern of its punched holes on the ground 
about him. He passes fearlesiily into the unknown gloom, 
whither I will not follow him. 

This figure shall supply die with a moral, wherewith, 
for lack of a more appropriate one, I may wind up my 
sketch. He fears not to tread the dreary path before 
him, because his lantern, which was kindled at the fire- 
side of his home, will hght him back to that same fireside 
again. And thua we, night- wanderers through a stormy 
and diamal world, if we bear the lamp of Faith, enkindled 
at a celestial fire, it will surely lead ua home to that 
Heaven whence its radiance was borrowed. 



ENDICOTT AND THE BED CROSS. 

r noon of an autumnd dnj, more than two 
conturies ago, the English colors were diaplajed 

bj the ataEdard-bearer of the Silem traiiiband, 

vhich hod mustered for martial exerciae imder the orders 
of John Endioott. It waa a period when the leligious 
exiles were aocuatomed often to buckle on tbeir armor, 
and praetiae the handling of their weapons of war. Since 
the first settlement of New England, its prospects had 
never been ao dismal. The disseusions between Charles 
the Eirst and his subjects were then, and for several 
years afterwards, confined to the floor of Parliament. 
The measures of the King and ministry were rendered 
more tyranieallj violent bj an oppoaitiou, which had not 
yet acquired sufficient confidence in its own strength to 
resist royal injustice with the sword. The bigoted and 
haughty primate, Laud, Archbialiop of Canterbury, ooa- 
trolled the religious afiairs of the realm, and was conao- 
qnentJy invested with powers which might have wrought 
the uttex ruin of the two Puritan colonies, Plymouth and 
Maaaachusetts. There is evidence on record, that our 
forefathers perceived their danger, but were resolved that 
their infant country should not fall without a atm^le, 
even beneath the giant strength of the King's right ann. 
Such was the aspect of the times, when the folds of 
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the Eoglisli bwiner, with the Red Cross in its field, 1 
filing out over a company of Pnritans, Their leader, the 
femous Endicott, was a man of stem and resolute c 
tenance, the effect of which was heightened bj a grizzled 
beard that swept the upper portion of lus breastplate. 
This piece of armor was so highly polished, that the 
whole Burroundiug scene had its image in the glittering 
steel. The central object in the mirrored picture was 
an edISce of bumble architecture, with neither steeple 
nor bell to proclaim it — what nevertheless it was — the 
house of prajer. A token of the perils of the wilder- 
ness was seen in the grim bead of a wulf, which had just 
been slain withm the precincts of the town, and, according 
to the regular mode of claiming the bouufj, was nailed 
on the porch of the meeting-bouse. The blood was still 
plasliiug on the doorstep. There happened to be visible, 
at tlie same noontide hour, so many other characteriatios 
of the times aud manners of the Purilans, that we must 
endeavor to represent them iu a sketch, though fiw leas 
vividlj than thej were reflected iu the polished breast- 
plate of John Endicott. 

In close vicinity (o the sacred edifice appeared that 
important engine of Puritanic authority, the whippmg- 
post, with the soil around it well trodden by the feet of 
evil-doers, who had there been diaeiplined. At one cor- 
ner of the meeting-houae was the piEory, and at the other 
the stocks; and, by a singular good fortune for our 
sketch, the head of an Episcopalian and suspected Cath- 
olic was grotesquely incased in the former machine; 
wliile a fellow-criminal, who had boisterously quaffed a 
health to the King, was confined by the legs in the latter. 
Bide by side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a rnala 
I mid a female figure. The man was a tall, lean, haggard 
k personification of fanaticism, bearing on his breut this 
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bbel, — A Wamton Gospblleb,— wliicb betokened tliat 
he liad dared to give interpretatioiis of Holy Writ v 
sanctioned bj the infallible jndgnieut of the civil and 
religious rulers. His aspect showed uq lacl of zeal to ' 
maintain his heterodoxies, even at the stake. The wo 
wore a cleft stick oii her tongue, in appropriate retribu- 
tion for hariug wagged that unmlj member against the ■ 
elders of the church ; and her countenance and gestnr 
gave much cauae to apprehend, that, the moment tlie | 
stick should be removed, ft repetition of Ihe offence 
■would demand new ingenuity in chastising it. 

The above-raenfioued iuiliriduals had been sentenced | 
to nndergo their various modes of ignominy, for the 
apace of one hour at noonday. But among the crowd 
were several whose punishment would be bfe-long ; si 
whose ears had been cropped, like those of puppy-dogs ; 
others, whose cheeks had been branded with the initials 
of their misdemeanors ; one, with his nostrils sUt a 
seared ; and another, with a baiter about bis neck, which 
, he was forbidden ever to take off, or to conceal beneath 
his garments. Methinks he innat bare been grievously 
tempted to affix the otlier end of the rope to some con- 
Tenient beam or bongli. There was likewise a young 
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom i' 
was to wear the letter A ou the breast of her gown, i 
the eyes of all the world and her own children. And 
even her own children knew what that initial aignifled. 
Sportmg with her infamy, the lost and desperate creaturo 
bad embroidered the fatal token in scarlet cloth, with 
golden thread and the nicest art of needlework ; so that 
the capital A might have been thonght to mean Admi- 
rable, or anything rather than Adulteress. 

Let not the reader argue, from any of these evidences 
of iniquity, that the times of the Puritans were more 
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I, when, as we pass along the very 
we discern no badge of infamj oa 
man or woioan. It was the policy of oujr ancestors to 
search out even the most secret sios and expose them 
to shame, without fear or favor, in the broadest light of 
the noonday aun. Were such the custom now, per- 
chance we might fuid materials for a no less piquant 
sketch than the above. 

Except the malefactors whom wb have described, and 
the diseased or infirm persons, the whole male popula- 
tion of the town, between sixteen years and sixty, wera 
seen in the ranis of the trainband. A few stately sav- 
ages, in all the pomp and dignity of the primeval Indian, 
utood gazing at the spectacle. Theh' flint-headed arrows 
were but childish weapons, compared with tlie matoli- 
looks of the Puritans, and would have rattled harmlessly 
against the steel caps and hammered iron breastplates, 
which enclosed each soldier in an individual fortress. 
The valiant John Endicott glanced with an eye of pride 
at his sturdy followers, and prepared to renew the mar- 
tial toils of the day. 

" Come, my stout hearts ! " quoth he, drawing his 
BWord. "Let ns show these poor heathen tlial. we can 
handle our weapons like men of might. Well for them, 
if they put us not to prove it in earnest ! " 

The iron-breasted company straightened their line, and 
each man drew the heavy butt of his matchlock close to 
his left foot, thus awaiting the orders of the captain. 
But, as Endicott glanced right and left along the front, 
he discovered a personage at some httle distance, with 
whom it behooved iiun to hold a parley. It was an eld- 
erly gentleman, wearing a black cloak and band, and a 
high-crowned hat, beneath which (vas a velvet skullcap, 
the whole being the garb of a Puritan minister. Thu 
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reverend person bore a staff, which seemed to havo been 
recently cut in the forest, snd las sboea were bemirad, as 
if he had heeu travelliag on foot through the swamps of 
the wilderaesa. His aspect was perfectly that of a pil- 
grim, heightened also bj an apostolic digiiity. Just as 
Bndicott perceived him, be laid aside bia staff, and 
stooped to drink at a bubbling fountain, which gushed 
into the sunsbine aboat a score of yards from tbe comer 
of the meeting-house. But, ere the good man drank, he 
turned his face heavenward in thankfulness, and then, 
holding back his gray beard with one hand, he scooped 
up his simple draught in the hollow of the other. 

"What, bo! good Mr. Williams," sbonted Endicott. 
" You are wolcome back again tp our town of peace. 
How does our worthy Governor Winthrop ? And what 
news from Boston P " 

" The Governor bath his health, worshipfid Sir," 
swered B,oger Williams, now resuming his staff, and 
drawing near. " And, for the news, here is a letter, 
which, knowing I was to travel liithcrward to-day, bia 
Excellcnoj committed to my charge. Belike it contains 
tidings of much import ; for a ship arrived yesterday 
from England." 

Mr. WQliams, the minister of Salem, and of course 
known to all the spectators, had now reached the spot 
where Endicott was standing under the banner of his 
company, and put the Governor's epistb into his hand. 
The broad seal was impressed with Winthrop'a coat of 
arms. Endicott hastily nnclused the letter, and began 
to read; while, aa bia eye passed down the page, a 
wrathfal change came over his manly oountenanee. The 
blood glowed through it, till it seemed to be kindling 
with an internal heat; nor was it unnatural to suppose 
ibat his breastplate would likewise become red-hot, 
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■with the angry fire of the bosom whicii it covered, 
riving at the conclusion, he shook the letter fiercely in 
his hand, so that it rustled as loud as the fiag above hia 

"Black tidings these, Mr. Williams," said lie; "blacker 
never eame to NewEi^laiid. Doubtless you know their 
purport F " 

" Tea, truly," replied Roger Willia.ms ; " for the GoT- 
eroor consulted, respecting this matter, with my brethren 
in the ministry at Boston ; and my opiuion was likewise 
asked. And his Escellcncy entreats you by me, tbat the 
news be not suddenly noised abroad, lest the people be 
stirred up unto some outbreak, and thereby give the 
King and the Archbishop a handle agiunst us," 

"The Governor is a wise niao, — a wise man, and a 
meek and moderate," said Endicott, setting his feetli 
grimly. "Nevertheless, I must do according to my own 
best judgment. There is neither man, woman, nor child 
in New England but has a concern as dear as life in 
these tidings; and if John Endicott's voice be loud 
enough, man, woman, and child shall hear them. Sol- 
diers, wheel into a hollow square ! Ho, good people ! 
Here are news for one and all of you." 

The soldiers closed in around their captain ; and he 
and Koger Williama stood together nnder the banner o( 
the Bed Cross; while the women and the aged men 
pressed forward, and the mothers held up their children 
to look EndJcott in the fece. A few taps of the drum 
gave signal for sileilce and attention. 

"Fellow-soldiera,^ fellow-exiles," began Endieott, 
speaking under strong excitement, yet powerfully re- 
straining it, " wherefore did ye leave your native coun- 
ty? Wherefore, I say, have we left the green and fertile 
S^da, the cottages, or, perchance, the old gray halls, whera 
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WE were bom and bred, the cliurchyards where our fore- 
iatliers lie buried P Wherefor-e have we come hither to 
set ap oar own tombstooes ia a wilderness ? A bowling 
wilderaeea it ia ! The wolf and the bear meet ua within 
halloo of our dwellings. The savage lieth in wait for us 
in the dismal shadow of the woods. The stubborn roots 
of the trees break our ploughshares, when we would till 
the earth. Our children ory for bread, and we must dig 
in the sands of the sea-shore to satisfy them. Wherefore, 
I say again, have we sought this country of a ru^ed soil 
and wiutrj akj ? Was it not for the enjoyment of our 
civil rights ? Was it not for liberty to worship God ao- 
oording to our conacienoe P " 

" Call you this liberty of conscience ? " interrupted a 
voice on the steps of the meeting-house. 

It was the Wanton Gospeller. A sad and quiet smile 
flitted across the mild visage of Roger WUliams. But 
Endicott, in the excitement of the moment, shook his 
sword wrathfuUy at the culprit, — an omiuous gesture 
from a man like him. 

" What hast thou to do with conacience, thou knave P " 
cried he. " I said Hberty to worship God, not license to 
profane and ridicule him. Break not in upon my speech ; 
or I will lay thee neck aud heels till this time to-morrow ! 
Hearken to me, friends, nor heed that accursed rhapso- 
diat. As I was sayiiig, we have sacrificed all things, and 
have come to a land whereof the old world hath scarcely 
heard, that we might make a new world unto ourselves, 
and painfully seek a path from hence to heaven. But 
what thmk ye now P This son of a Scotch tyrant, — this 
grandson of a Papistical and adulterous Scotchwomau, 
whose death proved that a golden crown doth not always 
save an anointed head from the block — " 

" Nay, brother, nay," interposed Mr. Williams ; "thy 
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words are not meet for a secret obunber, far less for a 
public street." 

"llold thj peace, Roger Williams !" answered Endi- 
cott, imperioiislj. "Mj spirit is wiser than thine, for 
the busineaa now in band. I tell je, feliow-eiiles, that 
Charlea of England, and Laud, our bitterest persecntor, 
arch-prieat of Canlerburj, are resolute to pursue us even 
hitliec. They are taking counsel, saith tUialetter, to send 
over a governor-general, in whose breast ahall be depos. 
■ ited all the law and equity of the land. They are minded, 
also, to establish the idolatrous forms of English Epiaco- 
pacj ; so that, when Laud shall kiss the Pope's toe, aa 
cardioal of Rome, be may deliver New Eugland, bound 
hand and foot, into the power of his master ! " 

A deep groan from the auditors — - a sound of wrath, 
as well as fear and sorrow — responded to this int«Ui- 

" Look ye to it, brethren," resumed Endieott, with 
increasing energy. "If this King and this arch-prelata 
have their will, we shall briefly behoM a cross on. the 
spire of this tabernacle wliich we have buildcd, and a 
high altar within its walls, with wai tapers burning round 
it at noonday. We shall hear the sacriug bell, and the 
voices of the Romish priests saying the mass. But think 
ye, ChriBtiaa men, that these abominations may be suffered 
without a sword drawn F without a shot fired F without 
blood spilt, yea, on tiie very stairs of the pulpit F No, 
— be ye strong of hand, and stout of heart ! Here we 
siand on our own soil, which we have bought with our 
goods, which we have won with our swords, wliich wa 
hiivG cleared with oar anes, which we have tilled with tho 
sweat of our brows, which we have sanctified with out 
■s to the God that brought us hither! WTio shall 
if lU here F 'What Wvei -we ta ft.o "rfik 'Jm-mAjtA . i 
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prelate, — with this crowned Kbg? What Imve we to 
do with England f " 

Endicott gazed round at tlie excited countenances of 
the people, now full of his own spirit, and then turned 
suddenlj to the standard-bearer, who stood close behind 

" Officer, lower jour banner ! " said he. 

The officer ohejed; aud, brandishing his aword, En.- ' 
dioott thrust it through the cloth, and, with his left hand, 
rent the Red Cross completely out of the banner. He then 
waved the tattered ensign abore his head. 

" Sacrilegious wretch ! " cried the High-Churchman in 
the pillorj, unable longer to restrain himself; "thou 
hast rejected the symbol of our holy religion ! " 

" Treason, treason ! " roared the royalist in the stooka. 
"He Lath defaced the Kmg'a banner !" 

" Before God and man, I will aTOuch the deed," an- 
swerd Endicutt. "Beat a Sourish, drummer! shout, 
soldiers and people ! in honor of the ensign of New Eng- 
land. Neither Pope nor Tyrant Hath part in it now 1 " 

With a cry of triumph, lie people gare their sanction 
to oae of the boldest exploits whicli our history records. 
And, forever honored be the name of Endioott ! We 
look back through the mist of ages, and recognize, in tha 
reni^ng of the Bed Cross from New England's banner, 
the Brst omen of that deliverance which our fathers con- 
summated, after the bones of the atern Puritan had lain 
more than a century in the dust. 
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THE LILY'S QUEST. 

AN APOLOGUE. 

^^nWO lovers, once upon a time, liad planned a litfl 

^^^ wliicli it waa their purpose to consecrata tt 
manner of reiined and innocent enjoyments. There 6 
would Lold pleasant intercourse with one anotbei^ i_ 
the circle of their familiar frieiids; there they would g 
festivals of dehcious fruit; there they wonld bear li 
some music, intermbgled with the strains of pmi 
which make joy more sweet' there tliej would 1! 
poetry d fi t and perm t their own minda h 
away in d jdr d there, in short,- 

why sh old w 1 p t th gue sunshine of tl 
hopes P — th 11 p d hght were to cluster £ 
rosea am g th p 11 f th difiee, and bloaaom ff 
new a d p ta Ij S breezy and clondUi 

afternoon, Adain Porrester and Lilins Fay set out n 
ramble over the wide estate wliicli they wer 
together, seeking a proper site for their Temple d J 
piness. They were themselves a fair and happy sj 
fit priest and priestess for such a shrine ; although, i 
ing poetry of the pretty name of Lilias, Adam Forra 
was wont to coll her Lily, hecanse her form fl 
^aad her cheek almost as pale. 
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As tiiej pasaci), hand in Imud, down the a 
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e avenue 
droopiug; elms, tlint led from the portal of Liliaa Pay' 
paternal mansion, thej seemed to glance lite winged 
creatures tlirough the strips of smisliine, and to scatter 
brightness where the deep shadows fell. Bnt, setting 
forth at the same time with tliis youthful pair, there was 
a dismal figure, wrapped in a black velvet cloak that 
might have been made of a coiBn pall, uud with a sombie. 
hat, sucb as mourners wear, drooping its broad brim 
over his heavy brows. Glancing beliiiii them, the lovets 
well knew who it was that followed, but wished from 
their hearts that he had been elsewhere, as being a com- 
panion GO strangely unsuited to tbeir joyous erraud. It 
was a near relative of Ltlias Fay, an old man by the name 
of Walter Gascoigne, who had long labored under tlio 
burden of a melancholy spirit, which was sonietimss mad- 
dened into absolute insanity, and always had a tinge of it. 
What a contrast between the young pilgrims of bliss and 
their niibidden associate ! TLey looked as if moulded of 
Heaven's sunshine, and be of earth's gloomiest shade ; 
tbey flitted along like Hope and Joy, roaming hand in 
bond through life; while his darksome figure stalked 
behind, a type of all the woful influcueea which life conld 
Hing upon them. But the three had not gone far, when 
they reached a spot that pleased the gentle Iiilj, and slie 
paused. 

"What sweeter place shall we find than this?" aaid 
she. "Why should we seek farther for the site of our 
Temple?" 

It was indeed a delightful spot of earth, though undis- 
tinguished by any very prominent beauties, being merely 
a nook in the shelter of a hill, with the prospect of a 
distant lake in one direction, and of a church-spire ia 
another. There were vistas and pathways, leadini^ 
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VfixA and onward into the green Moodlonds, and vanishing 
Bway in tbe glimmering bLuIb. The Temple, if erected 
here, would look towarda the west : so that the lovers 
couM shape all sorts of magnificent dreams out of the pur- 
ple, yiolet, and gold of the sunset skj ; and few of their an- 
tieipated pleasures were dearer than this sport of fantasy. 
"Yea," said Adam Forrester, "we might seek all daj, 
and 6nd no lovelier spot. We will build our Teaiplo 

But their sad old companion, who had taken Ms stand 
on the very site whieh tliej proposed to cover with a 
marble floor, shook his head and frowned ; and the yonng 
man and the Lily deemed it almost enough to blight the 
spot, and desecrate it for their airy Temple, that his dis- 
mal figure had thrown its shadow there. He pointed to 
some scattered stones, the remnants of a former struc- 
ture, and to flowers such as youug girls delight to nurse 
in their gardens, hut wHch bad now relapsed into the 
■wild simplicity of nature. 

"Not here!" cried old Walter Gascoigne. "Here, 
long ago, other mortals built their Temple of Happiness. 
Beek another sit« for yours ! " 

"What!" esclaimed Lilias Fay. "Have any evet 
planned aucli a Temple, save ourselves?" 

"Poor child!" said her gloomy kinsman. "In ona 
fiiape or other, every mortal has dreamed jour dream. 

Then he told the loverSj how — not, indeed, an antique 
Temple — but a dwelling had once stood there, and that 
a dark-clad guest had dwelt among its inmates, sitting 
forever at the fireside, and poisoning all their houseliold 
mirtb. Under this type, Adam Forrester and Lilias saw 
that tie old man spaie of Sorrow. He told of nothing 
that might not be recorded in the history of almost every 
household; and yet his hearers felt as if no suuaUiti^ 
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aught to fall upon a apot where linmaa grief lad left si 
deep a stain; or, at least, tliat no jojons Temple sbould 
be built there. 

" This is verj sad," said the Lilj, sighing. 

"Well, there are lovelier spota than this," said Adam 
Porrester, soothingly, — "spots which sorrow has not 
bUghted." 

So Qiey hastened awaj, and the melancholy GUscoigne 
followed them, looking as if he hud gathered up all tho 
gloom of the deserted spot, and waa hearing it as a bur- 
den of inestimable treasure. But still thej rambled on, 
and soon found themselves in a rockj dell, through the 
midst of which ran a streamlet, with ripple, and foam, 
and a continual voice of inarticulate joy. It was a wild 
retreat, wallad on either side with gray precipices, which. , 
would have frowned somewhat too sternly, had not a 
profusion of green shrubbery rooted itself mto their crev- 
ices, and wreathed gladsome fobage around their solemn, 
brows. But the chief joy of the dell was in the iittle 
stream, which seemed like the presence of a blissful chUd, 
with nothing earthly to do save to babble merrily and 
disport itself, and make ever; living soul its playfellow, 
and throw the sunny gleams of its spirit upon all. 

" Here, here is the spot ! " cried the two lovers with 
one voice, as they reached a level space on the brink of a 
small cascade, " This glen was made on purpose for out 
Temple ! " 

" And the glad song ot the brook will he always in our 
ears," said Lilias Pay. 

" And ita long melody shall sing the bliss of our life- 
time," said Adam Forrester. 

" Ye must build no Temple bore ! " murmured their 
dismal companion. 

And there again was the old lunatic, standing just on 
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the spot where they meaat to rear their lightsome 
oud looking like tbe emhodiod sjmbol of some great 
tlint, in forgotten days, had happened there. And, 
there had been woe, nor that alone. A young 
than a hundred years before, had lured hither a girl 
loved him, and on this spat had murdered her, and w^alied 
his bloody hands in the stream which sung so merrily, 
A]id ever since, the victim's death-shrieks were often 
heard to echo hetwocn the clliTa. 

"And see!" cried old Gascoigne, "is the stream yet 
pure from the stain of the mnrderer's hands ? " 

" Metliiuka it has a tinge of blood," faintly answered 
the Lily ; and being as slight as the gosiiamer, she tretn- 
hled and clung to her lover's arm, whispering, "let uS 
flee from this dreadful vale ! " 

"Come, then," said Adam Forrester, as cheerQy as he 
could ; " wa shall soon find a happier spot." 

They set forth again, young Pilgrims on that quest 
which millions — which every child of Earth — has tried 
in tnm. And were the Lily and her lover to be more 
fortunate than all those millions P For a long time, it 
seemed not so. Tl\e dismal shape of the old lunatic still 
glided behind them ; and for every spot that looked 
lovely in their eyes, he had some legend of human wrong 
or suffering, so miserably sad, that bis auditors could 
never afterwards conjiect the idea of joy with the place 
where it had happened. Here, a heart-hroken woman, 
kneeling to her child, had been spumed from his feet; 
here, a desolate old creature had prayed to the EvJ! One, 
and had received a fiendish malignity of soul, in answer 
to her prayer ; here, a new-born infant, sweet blossom of 
life, had been found dead^ with the impress of its moth- 
er's flugera round its throat ; and here, under a shattered 
i)ak, two lovers had been stricken by lightning, and. 
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blackened corpses in each other's arma. Tlie dreary 
Gaacoigne bad a gift to know whatever evil and lameuta- 
ble thing had staioed the bosom of Mother Earth ; and 
when, his funereal voice had told the tale, it appeared like 
a prophecj of future woe, as well as a tradidou of tha 
past. And now, by their eid demeanor, you would 
have fancied that the pilgrim lovers were seeking, uot a 
temple of earthly joy, but a touib for themselves and 
their posterity. 

" Where ia this world," exclaimed Adam Forrester, 
despondiugly, "shall we build our Temple of Happi- 

" Where in this world, indeed ! " repeated Lihas Tay ; 
and being faint and weary, the more so by the heavineas 
of her heart, tbe Lily drooped her head and sat down oa 
the summit of a knoll, tepoafjng, " Where ia this world 
shall we hwld our Temple ? " 

" Ah ! have you alreadj asked yourselves that ques- 
tion? " said their companion, his shaded features grow- 
ing even gloomier with the snule that dwelt on them ; 
" jet there is a pkee, even in this world, where ye may 
build it." 

While the old man spoke, Adam Forrester and Liliaa 
had carelessly tlicown their eyes around, and perceived 
that the spot where they had chanced to pause pos- 
sessed a quiet charm, which was well enough adapted to 
their present mood of mind. It was a small rise of 
ground, with a certain regalarity of shape, that had per- 
haps been bestowed by art ; and a group of trees, which 
almost surrounded it, threw their pensive shadows across 
and far beyond, although some softened glory of tha I 
sunshine found its way there. The aueestral mansion, J 
wherein the lovers would dwell together, appeared oal 
one side, and the ivied church, where the^ 'stt'^'ja -^^stj 
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ship, on another. Happening Ui cast their eyes on the 
ground, tliej smiled, jet with a seuae of woader, to see 
Sial a pale Lilj was growing at their feet. 

" We will build our Temple here," said fhey, aimtdta- 

I oeouslj, and with an indescribable conviction, that th^ 

I liad at last found the verj spot. 

Yet, while fbej uttered this exclamation, the ymag 
man and the LUj turned an apprehensive glance at Htur 
dreary associate, deeming it hardly possible, that some 
tale of earthly affliction should not make those precincts 
loattisome, as in every former case. The old man stood 
just behind them, so as to Torm the chief figure in the 
group, with his sable cloak muffling the lower part of 
his visage, and his sombre hat overshadowing his brows, 
But he gave no word -of dissent from their purpose ; 
ai'd an insnrutahle smile was accepted bj the lovers 
as a token that here bad been no footjirint of guilt 
or sorrow, to desecrate the site of their Temple of Hap- 
piness. 

In a Ultle time longer, while snmmer was still in its 
prime, the fairy structure of the Temple arose on the 
summit of tlie kuoll, amid the solemu sliadows of the 
trees, yet often gladdened with bright euushine. It vu 
buHt of white marble, with slender and graceful ptllan, 
supporting a vaulted dome ; and beneath the centre ot 
this dome, upon a pedestal, was a slab of dark-veined 
marble, on which books and music might be strewn. 
But there was a fantasy among the people of the seigb- 
borhood, that the edifice was planned after an ancient 
mausoleum, and was intended for a lomb, and that the 
ceutral slab of dork-veuied marble was to be msoiibed 
with the names of buried ones. They doubted, toc^ 
whether the form of Lilias Pay could appertain to ft 
creature of tins ctti:l\i,\ira.ii%wi ■^M'3 4eliB«Le,a ' ' ' 
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"mg Bverj day more fragile, so that she looked as if the 
summer breeze sliould saaleh hei up, aud waft her heav- 
enward. But still she watched the daily growth of the 
Temple ; and so did old Walter GSscoigue, who now 
made that spot his cootinual haunt, leaning whole hours 
together on his staff, and giving as deep attention to the 
■work as though it had been indeed a tomb. In due time J 
it w^ finished, aud a day appointed for a simple rite of • 
dedication. 

Ou the preceding eyening, nfler Adam Forrester had 
taken leave of his mistress, lie looked back towards the 
porta] of her dwelling, and felt a strange thrill of fear; 
for he imagined that, as the setting sunbeams laded frooi i 
her figure, she was exhaling away, and that something of ■ 
her ethereal substance was withdrawn, with each les 
ing gleam of light. With his farewell glance, a shadow ] 
had fallen over the portal, and Lilias was invisible, 
foreboding spirit deemed it an omeu at the time ; ar 
it proved ; for the sweet earthly form, by which the Lily ] 
had been manifested to the world, was fonnd lifeless, the | 
next morning, in the Temple, with her head resting on , 
her anna, which were folded upon the slab of dark-veined 
marble. The chill winds of the earth had long since | 
breathed a blight into this beautiful flower, so 
loTing hand had now transplanted it, to blossom brightly 
in the garden of Paradise. 

But, alas for the Temple of Happiness ! In his unut- | 
terable grief, Adam rorrester had no purpose n 
heart tliaa to convert this Temple of many delightfid 1 
hopes i:ito a tomb, and hury his dead mistress there-, f 
And lo ! a wonder ! Digging a grave beneath the Tern- I 
pie's marble door, the sexton found no virgin earth, suoli'l 
as was meet to receive the maiden's dust, but an ancient J 
Bepulchre, in which were treasured up the Ijoobs q£ % 
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er&ticiiu timt had died long ago. Amoug Lhose foq^ 
ancestors was the Lily to be kid. And wtien the ft 
procession brauglit Liliaa tiiither in her cofBn, tbej bi 
old Walter Gascoipie etauding beneath the dome of tl 
Temple, with his cloak of paE, and fece of darkest gl 
and wherever that figure might take its stand, the spot 
would seem a sepulchre. He watched the uonmers B 
they lowered the coffin down. 

" Aud so," said be to Adam Foiresler, with the st 
smile in which lua insanity was wont to gleam forth, ' 
have found no bettei- foundation for your happiness U 

But as the Shadow of Affliction spoke, a 
Hope and Joy bad its birth in Adam's mind, e 
the old man's taunting words; for then he kneww 
waa betokened by the parable in which the Lilj and hi 
self had acted ; and the mystery of Life and Death n 
opened to him. 

"Joy! joy!" he cried, throwing his e 
Heaven, "on a grave be the site of our Temple j s 
now our happiness is for Eternity ! " 

With those words, a raj of sunghine brote throng 
the dismal sky, and glimmered down into the sepulch 
while, at the same moment, the shape of old Walt^ 
Gasooigne stalked drearilj away, because his i 
symbolie of all earthly sorrow, might no longer tUM 
there, now that the darkest riddle of humau" 
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|^||PLg|T must be a ^irit mucb unlike mj nwn, which 
nl^^ con keep itself in health and vigor without 
P"^™! sometimes ste^ng from the sultry aunshiiie of 
the world, to plunge into the cool bath of soUtude. At 
intervals, and not infrequent ones, the forest and the 
ocean aummon me ■ — one with the roar of its waves, the 
other with the mnrmnrof its bouglis— forth from the 
haunte of men. But I must wnndec many a mile, ere I 
could stand beneath the shadow of eveu one primeval 
tree, much less be lost among the multitude of hoary 
tmukg, and hidden from earth and sky hy the mystery 
of darksome foliage. Nothing ia withia my daily reach 
more like a forest than the acre or two of woodland neat - 
some suburban farm-house. When, therefore, the yearn- 
ing for seclusion becomes a necessity within me, I am 
drawn to the sea-shore, wliich extends its line of rude 
rocks and seldom-trodden sands, for leagues aroond our 
bay. Setting forth at my last ramble, on a September 
morning, I bound myself with a hermit's vow, to inter- 
ehange no thoughts with man or woman, to share no 
Borial pleasure, but to derive all that day's enjoyment 
from shore, and sea, and sky, — from my soul's 
ion with these, and from fantasies, and recolleetioi 
anticipated realities. Surely here is enough to 6 
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human spirit for a single day. Farewell, then, l>\isy 
world! Till your evening liglits GbaU slitne along the 
,8traet,^till thej gleam upou my aea-ftashed face, as I 
tread homeward, — free me from your ties, and let me 
be a peacefuj outlaw, 

Higbwc^js and cross-paths are hastily traversed, and, 
clambering down a crag, I find myself at the estremi^ 
of a long beach. How ghuUy does the spirit leap forth, 
and Euddenlj enlarge its sense of being to the full exteat 
of the broad, blue, sunny deep ! A greeting and a bora- 
age to the Sea ! I descend over its mai^in, and dip raj 
band into the wave that meets me, and bathe mj brow. 
That far-resounding roar is Ocean's voice of welcome. 
His salt breath brings a blessing along with it. Now let 
us pace together — the reader's fancy arm in arm with 
mine — this noble beach, which extends a mile or more 
from that craggy promontory to yonder rampart of broken 
rocks. In front, the sea ; Ju the rear, a preeipitousTiank, 
the grassy verge of which is breaking away, year after 
year, and flings down its tufta of verdure upon the bar- 
renness below. The bench itself is a broad space of aaai, " 
brown and sparkling, wilh hardly any pebbles inlermised. 
Near the water's edge there is a wet ina^^in, which glis- 
tens brigblly in the sunshine, and reflects objects like a 
mirror; and as wo (read along the gliatcnijig border, a 
dry spot flushes around each footstep, but grows moist 
again, as we lift our feet. In some spots, the sand 
complete impression of the sole, square toe 
and all; elsewhere it ia of such marble firmness, that we 
must stamp heavily to leave a print even of the iron-Bbdi 
heel. Along the whole of this extensive beach gambob 
the surf wave ; now it makes a feint of dashing onward 
in a fury, yet dies uwaj with a meek murniui-, and does 
bat kiss the strami ; now, after many such abortiraja' 
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forte, it rears itself up in an unbroken line, Iieig'litouiug 
as it advances, witiiout a spect of foam on its green crest. 
With bow fierce a roar it flings itself forward, and rushes 
far up the beach ! 

As I threw mj.eyea along the edge of the surf, I 
remember that I was atartled, as Robinson Crusoe might 
have been, bf tbe sense that humau life was within the 
magic circle of my aoEtnde. Afar off in the remote dis- 
tance of the beach, appearing like sca-nyinphs, or some 
airier things, suoh as might tread upon the featherj 
spray, was a group of girls. Hardly had I beheld Ihem, 
when they passed into the shadow of the rocks and van- 
ished. To comfort myself— for truly I would fain have 
gazed a while longer — I made acquaintance with a flock 
of beach birds. These little citizens of the sea and air 
preceded me by about a stone'a-throw along the strand, 
seeking, I suppose, for food upon its margin. Yet, with, 
a philosophy which mankind would do well to imitate, 
tliej drew a continual pleasure from their toil for a sub. 
aistenoe. The sea was each little bird's great playmate. 
They chased it downward as it swept back, aud again 
ran up swiftly before the impending wave, which some- 
times overtook them and bore them off their feet. But 
they floated aa lightly aa one of their own feathers on 
the breaking crest. In their airy flntteringa, they seemed 
to rest on the evanescent spray. Their images — long- 
legged little figures, with gray backs and snowy bos- 
oms^ were seen as distinctly as the realities in the 
mirror of the glistening strand. Aa I advanced, they 
flew a score or two of yards, and, again alighting, recom- 
menced their daUianee with the surf wave ; and thus they 
bore me company along the beach, the types of pleasant 
fantasies, till, at its extremity, they took wing over 
ocean, and were gone. After forming a friendship wilb | 
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these small anrf-spiritB, it is really worth a aigh, to find' 
no niemorial of tbem, save tlicii' multitudinous littla 
tracks in tlie sand. 

"Wlien we have paced the length of the beacb, it is 
pleasant, and not unprofitable, to retrace our steps, nud 
lecall the whole mood and occiipatimi of the mind 
during the former passage. Our tracks, being all dis- 
cernible, will guide ua wilh an observing consciotistiesa 
tlirougli every unconscious wandering of thought and 
fancy. Here we followed the surf m its reflux, to pick 
up a sbell which the sea seemed loath to relinquish. 
Here we found a aea-weed, witb an immense browa leat 
and trailed it behind ns by its long snake-like stalk. 
Here we seized a live horseshoe by the fail, and counted 
the many claws ot the queer monster. Here we diig 
into the sand for pebbles, and skipped them upon the 
surface of the water. Here we wet our feet while ex- 
amining a jelly-fish, wluch the waves, having just tossed 
it up, now souglit to snatch away again. Hero we trod 
along the brink of a fresh-water brooklet, which flows 
across the beach, becoming shallower and more shallow, 
till at last it sinks into the sand, and perishes in the 
effort to bear its little tribute to the main. Here some 
vagary appears to have bewildered us; for our tracks 
go round and round, and are confusedly intemiing!(!d, 
as if we had found a labyrinth upon the level beach. 
And here, amid onr idle pastime, we sat down upon 
almost the only stone that breaks the surface of tha 
sand, and were lost in an unlooked-for and overpowering 
of the majesty aud awfulness of the great 
Thus, by tracking our footprints in the sand, wa 
track our own nature in its wayward course, and steal 

glance upon it, when it never dreams of being i 

iserved. Such g\ancea aV«»^a loa^ ^^ 
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"niu eiteitNTe badi aflcKd* footb tat aagtlm [■V'r~irt 
paatime. With joar tUff twi naj vritc vcnc* — Iw^ 
Tcnes, if tli^ plcaoe joa best — tad ooDMcnl* Uiem 
vitli a vonun's naniB. Bere, l«>, ■■«; be iateiibti 
thon^bi, IbelingB, dEnrea, wcm rratt^biD^ fmu (' 
bcarf s secret places, vbi^ fun vooU mil pour *ipca 1 
the sand without the cerUunlj that, jtlnfM ere Hut vkf 1 
has looked upon Uieni, tlin irs will wHli tlieni (Mfc I 
8tit not hence till tite rewrd be Hbced. Now — CBf4 
then is room ennugh un jour ouitm — draw liiigl fl 
facea, — hiige as that of ibr Bphiui mi Kfyytkii HUUUj " 
— and fit tbetn with hniira of iwrrMjHmdiiii; iiiiniMUII^ 
and legs wLich might itriile lulf-waj tn jmuln Ulan 
OhQd's play becouiM mB^iflnnit im mi ifnuiiS « 
Eut, after all, the most favrinitling (nnphjoinil I* 
pljr to write jour name in (he Miid. Ursw thu I ' 
^gantic, so that two »lride« wmj tmrftj u 
and three for tlie long slrrfkM '. Oat Autp, Ifaat f Im rttf* I 
ord mAj be permanent ! HisUwnen, imJ warri'ir*. «fl4 | 
poets have spent their atrengih in tvt tMl-r 
this. Is it accompliihed ? H«tuni, Ih^, in 
two, and seek for Ihu miglity inn/iiil lA m ' 
sea will have swept ofirr it, cTtn aa litn" f/ll* 
WBTes orer the name* of »(iHi-.pi.i-n, ■•iil » 
poets. Hark, the surf warr; luii 

Passing from the braeh, I ti''({ 
cra^, making mj ilifli*nilt w«j n 
rampart, shattered and bfAwj \ij till" 
fierce enemy. The rrick* riw? 
tade; some of Ihcm hsie lliHr f«t H 
are shagged !ialf-waj iijn 
been hollowed almojrt ic 
of the sea, which e 
ing away a rock, or CTsn g 
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lock ascends in monnmeDtal shape, ^th a face like a 
giant's tomlistone, on wluch the Teina resemble insorip- 
tioas, but in an uutnown tongne. We will fancj them 
the forgotten characters of an aatediluTiaa race; or 
else tbat Nature's omi hand has here recorded a mys- 
tery, which, could I read her language, would make 
mankind the wiser aud the happier. How many a thing 
has troubled me with that same idea ! Pass on, aud 
leave it unexplained. Here is a narrow avenue, which 
might seem to have been hewn through the very heart 
of aa enormouB crag, affording passage for the rising 
sea to thunder back and forth, filling it with tumultnans 
foam, and then leaving its fioor of hlack pebbles bare 
and gUsteniug. In this chaam there was once an inter- 
secting rein of softer stone, which the waves have 
gnawed away piecemeal, while the granite walls re- 
main entire on either aide. How shai-plj, and with 
what harsh clamor, does the sea rake back the pebblea, 
as it momentarily withdraws into its own depths ! At 
intervals, the floor of the chaam is left nearly dry ; but 
anon, at the outlet, two or three great waves are seeu 
struggling to get in at onc« ; two hit the walls athwart, 
while one rushes straight through, and all three thun- 
der, as if with rage and triumph. They heap tJ)e chasm 
with a saow-drift of foam aud spray. While watching 
this scene, I can never rid myself of the idea that a, 
monster, endowed with life and fierce energy, is striv- 
ing to burst his way through the narrow pass. And 
what a contrast, to look through the stormy chasm, aiid 
catch a glimpse of the calm bright sea beyond !. 

Many interesting discoyeriea may bo made among 
these broken cliffs. Once, for example, I found a dead 
seal, which a recent tempest had tossed into the nook of 
the rocks, where his shaggy carcass lay rolled in. a heap 
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tf ecl-gras3, as if the sca-raonster sought to hide himsolf 
from my eye. Anotlier time, a shark Sflemed on the 
point of leaping from the surf to swallow me; nor did 
I wholly without dread approach near enough to ascer- 
tain tbnt the niaa-eater had already met his own death 
from some fisheniuin iu the bay. In the same ramble, 
1 encountered a bird, — a large gray bird, — but whether 
a loon, or a wild goose, or the identical albatross of the 
Ancient Mariner, was beyond my ornithology to decide. 
It reposed ao naturally on a bed of dry sea-weed, with 
its head beside its wing, that I almost fancied it alive, 
and trod softly lest it should suddenly spread its wings 
skyward. But the sea-bird would soar among the clouds 
no more, nor ride upon its native waves ; so I drew 
near, and palled ont one of its mottled tail-feathers for 
a lemBrabrance. Another day, I discovered an immense 
bone, wedged into a ohasm of the rocks; it was at least 
ten feet long, curved lite a cimcter, bejewelled with bar- 
nacles and smsU ahell-fish, attil partly covered with a 
growth of sea-weed. Some leTiathan of former ages had 
used this ponderous mass as a jawbone. Cunoaitles of 
ft minuter order may be obscrred in a deep reservoir, 
■which is replenished with water at every tide, but be- 
comes a lake among the craga, save when the sea is at 

' its height. At the bottom of this rocky basin grow ma- 
rine plants, some of which tower high beneath the water, 
and cast a shadow in the suualiiue. Small fishes dart to 
and fro, and hide themselves among the sea-weed ; there 
is also a solitary crab, who appears to lead the life of a 
hermit, communing with none of the other denizeua of 
the place; and like wise several flve-flngers, — fori know 
no other name than that which children give them. If 
your imagination be at all accustomed to such freaks, 

' you mav look down into the depths of this pool, and 
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fency it ihe mysterious depth of oceaa. But where ars 
the hulks and acatterad limliers of sunken ships F — 
■where the treasures that old Oeean hoards? — where 
the corroded cannon ? — where the corpses and skeletons 
of seamen, who went down in storm and battle F 

On the day of my last ramble (it was a September 
day, yet as warm as summer), what should I behold as 
I approached the above -describe J basin but three girls 
sitting on its marpii, and — yes, it is veritably so — 
laving their snowy feet in the sunny water ! These, 
these are the warm realities of those tlii-ee visionary 
shapes that flitted from me on the beach. Hark ! their 
merry voices, as they toss up the water with their feet ! 
They have not seen me. I must shrink behind this rook, 
and steal away again. 

In honest truth, vowed to soUtude as I am, there i» 
something in this encounter that makes the heart flutter 
with a strangely pleasant sensation. I know these prls 
to he realities of flesh and blood, yet, glancing at them 
so briefly, they mingle liko kindred creatures with the 
ideal beings of my mind. It is pleasant, likewise, to 
gaze dowu from some high crag, and watch a group of 
chQdren, gathering pebhles and pearly shells, and pkying 
with the surf, as with old Ocean's hoary beArd. Nor 
does it infringe upon my seclusion, to see yonder boat 
at anchor off the shore, swinging dreamily to and fro, 
and rising and sinking with the alternate swell ; while 
the crew^ — four gpullemon, in roundabout jackets — 
are busy with their iishing-hnes. But, with an inward 
antipathy and a headlong flight, do I eschew the pres- 
ence of any meditative stroller like myself, known by 
L his pilgrim staiT, his sau.ntering step, bis shy demeanor, 
Litis observant yet abstracted eye. From i 

tB if auothei self had scared me, I scramble hastily OTe(.^ 
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the rocks, and take refuge in a nook wliicli mauj a 
lecret liour haa given me & right to call my c 
would do battle for it even witji the churl that should j 
produce the title-deeds. Have not my musings melted 
into its rocky walls and sandy floor, and made them a 
.portion of myaelfp 

It is 0. recess in the line of cMs, walled round by a 
rough, high precipice, which almoat encirclea and shuts 
in a httle space of sand. In front, the sea appears a 
between the pillars of a portal. In the rear, tlic preci. 1 
pice is broken and intermixed with earth, which givea 
nourishment not only to clinging and twining ahruba, 
but to trees, that gripe the rock with their naked roofs, 
and seem to struggle hard for footing and for soil 
enough to live upon. These are fir-trees; but oaks 
hang their heavy branches from above, and throw down 
acorns on the beach, and atied their withering foliage 
upon the waves. At tliis autumnal season, the precipice 
is decked with variegated splendor ; trailing wreaths of 
scarlet flaunt from the summit downward ; tuffs of jellow- 
floweriug shrubs, and rose-bushes, with their reddened ' 
leaves and glossy aeed-horriea, sprout from each oi 
at every glance, I detect some new light or shade of 
beauty, all contrasting with the stem, gray rock. A 
rill of water trickles down the cliff aod fills a little cis- 
tern near the base. I drain it at a draught, and 6nd it 
freah and pure. This recess shall be -mj dining-halL 
And what the feast ? A few biscuits, made savory by 
soaking then) in sea-water, a tuft of samphire gathered 
from the beach, and an apple for the dessert. Ey thiB 
time, the little riU haa filled its reservoir again; and, as 
I quaff it, I thank God more bearfilj than for a civio 
banquet, that he givea me the healthful appetite to make 
a feast of bread and water. 
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Dinner being over, I throw myself at length upon the 
sand, and, basking in the suoshme, let m; mind disport 
itself at will. The walls of this mj lienaitage have no 
tougue to tell m; follies, though I sometimes fane; that 
the; have ears to hear them, and a soul to sympathize. 
There is a magic in tiiis spot. Dreams haunt its pre- 
cincts, and flit around me in broad sunlight, nor require 
that sleep shall blindfold me to real objects, ere these be 
Tisible. Here can I frame a atory of two lovers, and 
make their shadows live before me, and be mirrored in 
the tranquil water, as thej tread along tbe sand, leaving 
no footprints. Here, should I will it, I can sunimon up 
a single shade, and be m jaelf her lover. Yes, dreamer, 
— but jonr lonely heart will be the colder for such 
fancies. Bometiraes, too, the Fast comes back, and finds 
me here, and in her train come faces which were glad- 
some, when I knew them, yet seem not gladsome now. 
Would tliat my hiding-pkce were lonelier, so that the 
past might not find me ! Get ;e all gone, old Irienda, 
and let me listen to the murmui of tbe sea, — a melan- 
choly voice, bnt less slid than yours. Of what mysteries 
b it telling f Of sunken ships, and whereabouts thay 
lie? Of islands afar aiid undiscovered, witose tawny 
children are uuconscious of other islands and of oonti- 
nciits, and duem the stars of heaven their nearest neigh- 
bors P Nothing of all this. What then f Has it talked 
for so many ages, and meant nothing all the while? 
No; for those ages find utterance in the sea's unclianging 
yoioe, and warn the listener to withdraw his interest 
from mortal vicissitudes, and let the infinite idea of eUr- 
aity pervade his soul. This is wisdom ; and, therefore, 
will I spend tlie next half-hour iu shaping little boata 
of drift-wood, and launcliing them on vojuges ai 
ve, with the featlisr ai a aea-goll for a 



r 
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voice of sges tell me true, this is as wise an occupation 
as to build skips of five hundred tons, and launch tliem 
forth upon the maiu, bound to " far Cathay." Yet, how 
would the merchant sneer at mc ! 

And, after all, can such philosophy be true P Me- 
thinks I could find a thousand arguments against it. 
Well, then, let yonder shaggy root, mid-deep in the aurf, 
-^see! he is somewhat wrathful, — he rages and roara 
nnd foams, — let that tall rock be my antagonist, and bt 
mo exercise my oratory like him of Athens, who bandied 
words with an angry sea and got the victory. My maiden 
speech ia a triumphant one ; for the gentleman in sea-weed , 
has nothing to o^er in reply, save an immitigable roaring. 
His voice, indeed, will be heard a long while after mine I 
is hushed. Once more I shout, and the diSs reverberate 
the sound. O, what joy for a shy man to feel himself so 
solitary, that he may lift his voice to its highest pitch 
without hazard of a listener ! But, hush ! — be silent, 
mj good friend ! ^whence comes that stifled langhterP 
It was musical, —hut how should there be such music in 
mj solitude P Locking upwards, I catch a glimpse of 
threp faces, peepmg from the summit of the cliff, lite 
angels between me and their native sky. Ah, fair girls, 
you may make yourselves merry at my eloquence, — but 
it was my tnru to smile when I saw your white feet in, 
the pool ! Let us keep each other's secrets. 

The sunshine has now passed from ray hermitage, ex- 
cept a gleam upon the sand just where it meets the sea. 
A crowd of gloomy fantasies will come and haunt mc, if ' 
I tarry longer here, in the darkening twilight of these 
gray rocks. This is a dismal place in some moods of 
the mind. Climb we, therefore, the precipice, and pause 
a moment on the brink, gazing down into that Mk.-s 
chamber by the deep where we ^^^"Je^l6ea,■^\I^W^l ts 
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be, tnfflcuatt U> <rar own pastnce,— yea, mt Ibe votd 
outtigbt! — gelf-sofficieat lo our own happiness. Hov 
lonesome iooks ihe recess dow, and dreaij, too, — like all 
other apola where happiness has been ! TLete lies mj 
■hallow in the departing sunshine with its he«d apon the 
Ka. I will pelt it with pebbles. A hit ! a hit ! I dap 
mj hands in Iriumph, and see ! my shadow clapping its 
uoTeal hands, and elaiiuing the triuiupb for itself. What 
a simpleton must I have been all day, since m; own 
shadow makes a mock of my fooleries ! 

Homeward ! homevrard ! It is time to hasten home. 
It is time ; it is time ; for as the snn sinks over the 
western wave, the sea grows melancholy, and the anrf 
lins a saddened tone. The distant sails appear astray, 
and not of earth, in their remoteness amid the desolate 
waste. My spirit wanders forth afar, bat finds no rest- 
ing-place, and comes shivering back. It is time that I 
irere hence. But grudge me not the day that has been 
spent in seolusion, which jet was not soUtude, since the 
great sea has been my companion, and the little sea-birds 
my friends, and the wind has told me his secrets, and 
airy shapes have flitted around mo in my hermitage. 
Such companionship works an effect npon a. man's char- 
acter, OS if he Lad been admitted to the society of cres- 
turoB that are not mortal. And when, at noontide, I 
tread the crowded streets, the influence of this day will 
Btiil be felt ; so that I shall walk among men kindly and 
as a brother, with afTeetion and sympathy, but yet shall 
not melt into the indistinguishable mass of humankind. 
I shall think my own tlionglita, and feel my own emotions, 
Bud possess my individuality unviolated. 

But it is good, at tlie eve of such a day, to feel and 
, know that there are men nnd women in the world. That 
* Aeli'iig and that kao'w\eilge mo mu*, at this moment ; 
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for, on the shorcj far below me, the fislung-party have 
landed froni their skiff, aud are cooking their seal; prej 
by a fire of drift-wood, kindled in the angle of two rude 
rocks. The three visionarj girls are likewise there. In 
the deepening twUight, while the snrf is dashed near their 
hearth, the ruddj gleam of the fire throws a strange air 
of comfort over the wild coye, bestrewn as it is with peb- 
bles and sea-weed, and espoaed to the " melancliolj m 
Moreover, as the Bmoke climbs up the precipice, it b: 
with it a saTOiy smell from a pau of fried fish, and a black 
kettle of chowder, and reminds me that mj dinner was 
nothing but bread and water, and a tuft of samphire, 
and an apple. Methints the party might find r 
another gnest, at that flat ruck which serves them for a 
table ; and if spoons be scarce, I could pick up a clam- 
shell on the beach. They see me now ; and — the bless- 
ing of a hungry man upon him ! — one of them bi 
a hospitable shout, — halloo, Sir Solitary ! come down and 
sap with na ! The ladies wave their handkerchiefs. Can 
I decline P No ; and be it owned, after all mj solitaij 
joys, that this is the sweetest moment of a Day by the 
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;EEE is hardly a more diffleiilt exercise of fancy, 
I tbau, while gaziug at a. figure of melancholy age, 
I to re-create its youth, and, without entirely ob- 
literating the identity of form and features, to restore 
those graces wHch time baa snatcLed away. Some old 
people, especially women, so age-worn and wofnl aio 
they, aeem never to have been young and gay. It is 
easier to conceive that such gloomy phantoms were sent 
into the world aa withered and decrepit as we behold 
them uow, with sympathieB onJy for pain and grief, to 
watch at death-beds, and weep at funerals. Even the 
sable garments of their widowhood appear essentia) to 
their eiistenoe ; all their attributes combine to render 
them darksome shadows, creeping strangely amid the 
snnshine of human life. Yet it is no unproflleble task, 
to take one of these doleful creatures, and set fancy reao- 
Intely at work to brighten the dim eye, and darken the 
silvery locks, and paint the ashen cheek with rose-color, 
and repair the shronken and crazy form, till a dewy 
maiden shall be seen in the old matron's elbcw^chur. 
Tiie miiaele being wrought, then let the years roU back 
again, each sadder than the last, and the whole weight ot 
age and sorrow settle down upon the youthful figure. 
■Wrinkles and furrows, the handwriting of Time, i 
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thus be decipbered, and found to contain deep lessons of 
thought ftttd feeling. Such profit niiglit he deriTed, bj 
a. atilful ohaerver, from mj muoli-rcspeeted friend, the 
Widow Tootliater, a nurse of great repute, wLq has 
breathed the atmosphere of sick^chambers and dying 
bieatha these fort; years. 

See 1 she sits cowering oyer her loaesonie heartli, with 
her gown and upper petticoat drawn upward, gathering 
thriftily into her person the whole warmth of the fire, 
whieh, now at nightfall, begins to dissipate the antuDinal 
chill of her chamber. The blaze quivers capriciously in 
front, alternately -glimmering into the deepest cbaams of 
her wrinkled rissge, and then perimttiug a ghostly dim- 
ness to mar the outlines of her venerable Sgure. And 
Nurse Tooth^er holds a. te^poon in her right hand, 
■with which to stir up the contents of a tumbler in her 
left, whence steams a yapory &agrance, abhorred of tem- 
perance societies. Now she sips, — now atirs, — now 
sips again. Her sad old heart has need to bo revived by 
the rich infusion of Geneva, which is mixed half and half 
with hot water, in the tumbler. All day long she has 
been sitting by a death-pillow, and quilted it for her 
home, only when the spiiit of her patient left the clay 
and went homeward too. But now are her raelaucholy 
meditations cheered, and her torpid blood warmed, and 
her shoulders hghtcned of at least twenty ponderous 
years, by a draught froni the true Fountain of Yonth, in 
a case-bottle. It is strange that men should deem that 
fount a fable when its hquor filla more bottles than the 
Congress-water I Sip it agmn, good nurse, and see 
whether a second draught will not take off another score 
of years, and perhaps ten more, and show us, in your 
high-backed chair, the blooming damsel who plighted 
troths with Edward Pane. Get you gone. Age and 
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Widowbood ! Come bact, nnwedded Tooth ! "But, 
alas ! the charm will not work. In spite of fancy's moal 
potent spell, I can see onlj an old dame cowering met 
the Are, a picture of decay and desolation, wbile the 
November blast roars at her in the eliimnej, and fitful 
Hhoweia rush suddenly against tlie window. 

Tet there was a time when RoEe Grafton — sucb wM 
the pretty maiden name ot Nurse Toothaker — pos- 
sessed beauty that would Lave gladdened this dim and 
dismal chamber as willi sunshine. It won for her the 
heart of Edward Faue, who iias since made so great a 
figure iu the world, and is now a grand old gentleman, 
with powdered hair, and as gouty as a lord. These early 
loyers tbonght to have irallced hand in hand through Hfe. 
Thej had wept together for Edward's little sister Mary, 
whom Bose tended in her sickness, partly because she 
was the sweetest child that ever lived or died, but more 
for love of liim. She was but three years old. Being 
Buch an infant. Death could not embody liis terrors in her 
little corpse ; nor did Hose fear to touch the dead child's 
brow, though cltill, as slie curled the sillceu hair around 
it, nor to take her tiny hand, and clasp a flower within 
its fingers. Afterward, when she looked through the 
pane of glass in the cofB,n-lid, and bel)e1d Mary's face, it 
seemed not so much like death, or life, as like a wax* 
work, wrought into the perfect image of a child asleep, 
and dreaming of its mother's smile. Rose thought her 
too fair a thing to be hidden in the grave, and wondered 
tbat an angel did not snatch up little Mary's coffin, and 
bear the slumbering babe to heaven, and bid her wake 
immortal. Bat when the soda were laid on little Mary, 
the iieart of Rose was troubled. She shuddered at the 
I &nlasy, tbat, in grasping the child's cold fingers, her 
V virgin hand had :ixcbauged a first greeting with n 
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talifj, and could neTer lose the earthly taint. How 
inanj a greeting since ! But as jet, she was a fair 
young girl, witt tlie dawdrops of fresii feeling ia her 
' om ; and instead of Rose, which seemed loo mature 

une for her half-opened beautj, her lover called her 
Rosebud. 

]be rosebud was destined nev-er to bloom for Edward 
Paue. His mother waa a rich ajid haughty dame, with 
all the aristocratic prejudices of colonial times. She 
scorned Eose Grafton's humble parentage, and caused 
son to break his faith, though, had she let him 

ose, he would have prized his Kosebud above the 
.richest diamond. The lovers parted, and have seldom 
. met again. Both may have visited the same maosions, 
but not at the same times ^or one was bidden to the 
festal hall, and the other to the sick-chambei; he was 
the guest of Pleasure and Prosperity, and she of Angmali. 
Rose, after their separation, was long secluded withm tho 
dwelling of Mr. Toothaker, whom she married with the 
revengeful hope of breaking her false lover's heart. She 
' went to her bridegroom's arms with bitterer tears, they 
Bay, than young girls ought to shed at the threshold of 
the bridal chamber. Yet, though her husband's head 

, getting gray, and his heart had been chilled with an 
. autumnal frost. Rose soon began, to love him, and won- 
dered at her own conjugal affectian. He was all she had 

ove ; there were no children. 

u a year or two, poor Mr. Toothaker was visited 
with a wearisome inflrmilj which settled in his joints, 
and made him weaker than a child. He crept forth 
about his business, and came home at dinoer-tLme and 
eventide, not vrith the manly tread that gladdens a 
wife's heart, but slowly, feebly, jotting down each dull 
fcotatop with a mehmcholy dub of his staff. We must 
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pardon, liis pretty wife, if she sometimes bloshed to own 
him. Her visitors, when the; heard him coming, looked 
for the appearance of some old, old man ; but he dragged 
hia nerveless limbs into the parlor,— and there was Mr, 
Toothaker ! The disease increasing, he never went int« 
the sunshine, save with a staff in his right hand and hia 
[eft on his wife's shoulder, bearing heavily downward, 
like a dead man's hand. Thus, a slender woman, still 
looking maiden-like, she supported hia tall, broad-chested 
frame along the pathway of their httJe garden, and 
plucked the roses for her gray-haired husband, and spoke 
soothingly, aa to an inl'ont. His mind was palsied with 
his body; its utmost energy was peevishness. In a few 
months more, she helped him up the staircase, with a 
pause at every step, and a longer one upon the landing- 
place, and a heavy glance behind, as he crossed the 
threshold of his chamber. He knew, poor man, that the 
precmcts of those four walls would thenceforth be his 
world, — his world, hia liome, his tomb, — at once a 
dwelling and a burial-place, tiU he were borDe to a darker 
and a narrower one. But Rose was with Imn in the 
tomb. He leaned upon her, in ins daily passage from 
the bed to the chair by the fireside, and back again from 
the weary chair to the joyless bed, — his bed and hers, — 
their marriage-bed ; till even this short journey ceased, 
and his head lay all day upon the pillow, and hers all 
night beside it. How long poor Mr. Toothaker was 
kept in misery ! Death aeemed to draw uear the door, 
and often to lift the latch, and sometimes to tbmst bis 
ugly skull into the chamber, nodding to Hose, and point- 
ing at her husband, but still delayed to enter. "This 
bedridden wretch cannot escape me 1 " quoth Death. " I 
will go forth, and run a race with the swift, and fight A 
I baitie with the strong, aad come back for Tootlmker at 
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mj leisure f O, when the deliverer came so near in the 
dull anguish of her worn-out sympathies, did she ne?er 
long to cry, " Death, come in ! " 

But, no ! We have bo right to aacrihe such a wish to 
onr friend Rose. She never failed in n wife's duty to 
her poor sick husband. She mnrmured not, thongii a 
glimpse of the arnmy sky was as strange to her as hira, 
nor answered peevishly, tbough his complaining accents 
loused her from her sweetest dream, only to sliarc his 
wrelchedness. He kaew her faith, yet nourished a can- 
kered jealousy ; and wheu the slow disease had chilled 
all his heart, save one lukeivami spot, which Death's 
fronen fingers were searching for, his last words were, 
" What would my Rose have done for her first love, if she 
hfis been so true and kind to a sick old man like me I " 
And then his poor soul crept away, and left the body 
lifeless, though hardly more so than for years before, and 
Ense a widow, though in truth it was the wedding-night 
tiat widowed her. She felt glad, it must he owned, 
'when Mr. Toothaker was buried, because his corpse bad 
retained such a likeness to the man half aliye, that she 
hearkened for the sad murtnar of bis voice, bidding her 
shift his pillow. But all through the next winter, though 
the grave had held him many a month, she fancied him 
caning from that cold bed, " Rose I Rose ! come put a 
blanket on my feet I " 

80 now the Rosebud was the Widow Toothaker. Her 
troubles bad come early, and, tedious as they seemed, 
had passed before all her bloom was fled. She was stiU 
fair enough to captivate a bachelor, or, with a widow's 
cheerful gravity, she might have won a widower, stealing 
into his heart in the very guise of his dead wife. But 
the Widow Toothaker had no such projects. By her 
watchings and continiml cares, her heart had becnma h ' 
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to ber first hnaband with a. constanc; wbicb clumged its 
very oature, and made ber lo^-e him for biii infirmi- 
tiee, Hud infirmity for his sake. Wben tke palsied old 
man was gone, eTen her early lover could not have snp- 
plied his place. She liad dvelt in a sicli-chamber, and 
been the companion of a half-dead wretch, till slie could 
ecaicely breathe iu a free air, nnd felt ill at ease with the 
healthy aud the happy. She missed the fragrance of the 
doctor's stuff. She walked the chamber with a noise- 
less foot&ll. If visitors came in, she spoke in soft and 
BootMng accents, and wa^ startled and shocked by their 
load voices. Often in the lonesome evening, she looked 
timorously from the fireside to the bed, with almost a 
hope of recognizing a ghastly face upon the pillow. 
Then went her thoughts sadly to her husband's grave. 
If one impatient throb had wronged him in his lifetime, 
— if she had secretly repined, because her buoyant youth 
Has imprisoned with big torpid age, — if ever, while 
slombering beside hint, a treacherous dream had admitted 
snotber into her heart, — yet the sick man had been pre- 
' paring a revenge, which the dead now claimed. On his 
I punful pillow, he had cast a spell around her ; his groans 
and misery had proved more captivating charms than 
gayety and youthful grsce; in his semblance. Disease 
itself liad won the Rosebud for a bride ; nor could lus 
death dissolve the nuptiuls. By that indissoluble bond 
abe had gained a home iu every sick-cbamber, and no- 
1 where else ; there were her brethren and sisters ; thithet 
' her husband summoned her, with that voioe which bad 
I Beemed to issue from the grave of Toothaker. At length 
I the recognized her destiny. 

We have beheld her as the maid, the wife, the widowj 
niDw WB see her in a separate and insulated character ; 
^ in all hei attributes, Nurse Toothaker. And 
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ITarae Toothaker alone, with lier own shrivelled !ip3, 
could make known her esperience in that capacity. 
What a history might she record of the great sicknesses, 
in whieh she haa gone hand ia hand with tlie externdnat- 
iog angel ! Sbe remembers when the small-poit hoisted 
a red banner uu almost every house along the street. She 
has witnessed when the typhiis fever swept off a whole 
household, young and old, all but a lonely mother, who 
vainly ahrieked to follow her last lored one. Where 
would be Death's triumph, if none hved to weep P She 
can speak of strange maladies that have broken out, as 
if spontaneously, but were found to have been imported 
fi:om foreign lands, with rich silks and other merchandise, 
the costliest portion of the cargo. And oace, she recol- 
lects, the people died of what was considered a new pes- 
tileaoe, till the doctors traced it to tbc ancient grave of 
a young girl, who thus caused many deaths a hundred 
years after her own burial. Strange that aucL black mis- 
□hief sbould lurk ia a maiden's grave! Sbe lores to tell 
how strong men flght with Sery fevers, utterly refusing to 
give up their breath ; and how oonaumptive vii^ins fade 
out of the world, scarcely reluctant, as if their loven 
were wooing them to a far conntry. Tell us, thou fear- 
ful woman ! tell us the deatb-seorets ! Pain would I 
search out the meaning of words, faintly gasped with 
intermingled sobs, and broken sentences, half audibly 
spoken between earth and the judgment-seat! 

An awful woman ! She is the patron saint of joong 
physicians, and the bosom Meud of old ones. Ja the 
mansions where she enters, the inmates provide them- 
selves black garments; the cofflu-maker follows her; 
and the bell tolls as sbe comes away from the tbresbold. 
Death himself has met her at so many a bedside, that 
he puts forth his bony hand lo greet Nurse Tootbaksr. 
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Slie is an awful woman ! And, O, is it conceivably 
tliat this handmaid oC liuman inBrmit; and affliction — 
GO darkly stained, so thorougUj imbued witb all tiuf 
is saddest in tbe doom of mortals — can ever again bo 
bright and gladsome, even thongh bathed ia the sun- 
shine of etemitj ? Bj her long comnranion mth woe, 
has she not forfeited her inheritance of immortal joyP 
Does any germ of biiss survive within her? 

Hark ! an eager knocking at Nurse Toothaker's door. 
She starts from her drowaj revery, seta aside the empty 
tumbler and teaspoon, and lights a lamp at the dim em- 
bers of the fire. Rap, rap, rap ! again ; aod she hurries 
adown the staircase, wondering which of her friends can 
be at death's door now, since there is snoh an earnest 
messenger at Nurse ToolLaker'a. Again, the peal re- 
sounds, jiiat as her hand is on the lock. "Be quick. 
Nurse Toothaker!" cries a man on the doorstep; "old 
General Fane is taken witL the gout in his stomach, and 
has sent for you to watch by his death-bed. Make haste, 
for there is no time to lose ! " " Fane ! Edward Fane I 
And has he sent for me at last f I am ready ! I will 
get on my cloak and begone. So," adds the sable-gowned, 
ashen- visaged, funereal old figure, " Edward Fane remem- 
bers his Hoaehnd ! " 

Our question is ana\fered. There is a germ of bliss 
within her. Her long-hoarded constancy — her memory 
of the bliss that was — remaining amid the gloom of her 
after life, like a swoet-smelling flower in a coffin, is a 
symbol that all maj be renewed. In some happier olirae, 
the Bosebud may revive again with all the dewdrops in 
''Is bosom. 
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HAVE sometimes produced a singular and not \ 
unplcaaing eSect, so far mm; 

concerned, bj imagining a train of inoideats, 

in Wluoli the spirit and mecliajiism of the feirj Ic 
should be combined 'with the characters and n 
fanuliar life. In the little tale which foUowa, a aubdued I 
tinge of the wild and wonderfiil ia thrown over a. aketcli | 
of New England personages and aoenerj, jet, it ia hoped, 
without entirely obliterating' the sober hues of nature. 
Rather than a story of eveiita olaiining to he real, it 1 
may be considered xs an allegory, such as the writers I 
of the last century would have eipressed in the shape ] 
of an Bas'tem tale, but to which 1 have endeavored to ] 
give a more life-like warmth than could be infused into \ 
those fanciliil productiona. 

In the twilight of a summer eTe, a taU, dark figure,, 
over which long and remote travel hod thrown an out- 
landish aspect, was entering a village, not in "'Fairj I 
Loude," but within our own familiar boundaries. ~ 
staff, on which this traveller leaned, had been liis c 
panioti from the spot where it grew, in the junglea of 
Huidostan ; the hat, that overshadowed hia sombre brow, 
had shielded him from the sons of Spain; but his cheek 
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hod been blackened by the red-hot wind of bi 
desert, nnd had felt the &0Eeii breath of an Arctic n 
Long sojourning amid wild and dangerous men, ho ■! 
wore beneath hia vest the alaghan which he bad o 
strnck into the throat of & Tcirkiah robber, 
foreign clime he had lost something of his New £ 
characteristics ; and, perhaps, from every people he I 
ttnconscioDslj borrowed a new peculiarity ; so that 
the world-wanderer again trod the street of his a 
village, it is no wonder that he passed t 
though exciting the gaze and curiosity of alL Tet^ji 
bis arm oasnallj tonched that of a yonng v 
was wending her way to an. evening lectnre, she al 
aDd almost uttered a cry. 

" Ealph Cranfield ! " was the name that she half 
nlated. 

"Can that be my old playmate, Taith Eged 
thonght the traveller, looking round at her figure^ f 
without pausing. 

Ralph Cranfield, from his youth npward, had J 
himself marked out for a high destiny. He l " " 
bibed the idea — we say not whether it v 
to bim by witchcraft, or in a dream of prophecy, o: 
his brooding fancy had palmed its own dictates » 
him aa the oracles of a Sibyl — but he bad i 
the idea, and held it firmest among his articles of ft 
that three marvellons events of liis life were to bo ft 
firmed lo him by three signs. 

The first of these three fatalities, and perhaps t 
one on which his youthful imagination had dwelt n 
fondly, wna the discovery of the maid, who alone,^ 
all the maids on earth, could make him happy byS 
'ive. He was to roam around the world till he ahcrt' 
a beautiful woman, wearing on her bosom t, j{ 



THE THREEFOLD DESTINY. 259 | 

in the liliape of a Ueart; whether of pearl, or rubj, or i 
emerald, or carbuncle, or a changeful opal, or perhaps j 
a. priceless diamond, Bjilph Cranheld little cared, ! 
long as it were a heart of one peculiar shape. - 
encountering this lovely stranger, he -wss bound to ai- J 
dress her thus : "Maiden, I liave brought jou a heavy 1 
heart. Maj I rest its weight on youP" And if she j 
were his fated bride, — if their kindred sonlsweri 
lined to form a nnion here below, whicii all eternitj' J 
should only bind more closely, — she would reply, with J 
her finger on the heart-shaped jewel, " This token, whicli j 
I hate worn so long, is the assurance tliat you may 

And, secondly, Balph Cranfield had a firm belief that I 
there was a mighty treasure hidden somewhere h 
earth, of which the burial-place would be revealed to ' 
none but him. When his feet should press upon the 
myaterions spot, there would he a hand before him, 
pointing downward, — wliether carved of marble, or 
hewn in gigantic dimensions on the side of a rocky 
precipice, or perchance a bawl of Same in empty a.' 
oonld not tell ; but, at least, he would discern a hand, J 
the forefinger poiutiug downward, and beneath it the 1 
Latin word EfioDB, —■ Dig ! And digging thereabouts, 
the gold in coin or ingots, the precious atones, or c^ ' 
whatever else the treasure might consist, would be cer- I 
tain to reward his toil. 

The third and last of the miraculous events in the life ] 
of this high-destuied man was to be the attainment of 1 
estensive influence and sway over his fellow-creatures. 
Whether be were to be a king, and founder of an hered- I 
itary throne, or the victorious leader of a peopb con- 
tending for fheir freedom, or the apostle of a purified 
and regeiierated faith, was left for futurity to show. As 1 
messengers of the sign, by which Balph Cranfield might | 
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recognize the summons, three venerable 

1 HDdience at him. The chief among them, a digni- 

and majestic peraoiij arrayed, it may be supposed, in 
the flowing garments of an ancient sage, would be the 
kearer of a wand, or prophet's rod. With this wajid, or 
rod, or staff, the Tenerable sage would trace a certain 
figure in the air, and then proceed to make known his 
heaven-inatraoted message ; which, if obeyed, must lead 
to glorious results. 

With this proud fate before bim, in the flush of his 
imagiuatiTC youlb, Ralph Cranfleld had set forth to seek 
tbe moid, the treasure, and the yenerable sage, with his 
gift of extended empire. And bad he found them? Alas ! 
it was not with tbe aspect of a triumphant man, who bad 
achieved a nobler destiny than all his fellows, bnt rather 
with the gloom of one struggling against peculiar and 
oontinaal adversity, that he now passed homeward to bis 
mother's cottage. He bad come hack, but only for a 
time, to lay aside the pUgrim's staff, trnsting that hi> 
■wearj manhood would regain somewhat of tbe elaslicitj' 
of youtb, UL the spot where his threefold fate had been 
foreshown him. There had been few changes in the ■ 
I village ; for it was not one of those thrivmg places where 
ft year's prosperity maltes more thaa the havoc of a 
century's decay ; but like a gray hair in a young man's 
head, an antiquated little town, full of old maids, and 
aged elms, and moss-grown dwellings. Few seemed to 
'■ he the changes here. The drooping elms, indeed, had 
ft more majestic spread ; the weather-blackened houiea 
were adorned with a denser thatch of verdaot moss; aiid 
doubtless there were a few more gravestones in tiie 

il-gcDund, inscribed with names that had once beea 
1 the village street. Yet, summing up all the. 

lief that ten jftaia ■\mA ^Ko-i^'at,, it seemed a ' 
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more thnn if Kolph Ccanfleld had gone fortli that very 
mormng, and dreamed a daydream till the twilight, anct 
then turned back again. But ]m lieart grew eold, be- 
cauae the village did not remember him as he remembered 
the village. 

"Here is the change!" sighed he, striking hia hand 
upoa hia breast. " Who is this man of thought and care, 
weaiy with world-wandering, aiid heary with disappointed 
hopes? The youth retnrna not, who went forth so joy- 
omlj!" 

And now Halph Cranfield was at his mother's gale, in 
front of the small house where the old lady, with slender 
but sufficient means, had kept herself comfortable during' 
her son's long absence. Admitting himself within tha 
enclosure, he leaned against a great, old tree, trifling- 
with his own impatience, as people often do in thosO' 
intervals when years are summed inlfl a moment. Ho 
took a minute survey of the dwelling, — its windows, 
brightened with the sky-gleam, its doorway, with the 
half of a mill-stone for a step, and the faintly traced path, 
waving thence to the gate. He made friends again witk 
hia childhood's friend, the old tree against which he 
leaned; and glancing hia eye adown its trunt, beheld 
something that excited a mekncholy smile. It was a 
half-obliterated inacrlption — ■ the Latin word Efiobb — 
which he remembered to have carved in the bark of the 
tree, with a whole day's toil, when be had first begun to 
muse about his esalted destiny. It might be accounted 
B rather singular coincidence, that the bark, just ahovo 
the inscription, had put forth an excrescence, shaped not 
unlike a hand, with the forefinger pointing obliquely 
the word of fate. Such, at least, wns its appearance 
the dusky light. 
^_ "How a creduloi^ man," said Kalyh CL-B3i££,'A 
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lesslj to himself, " might suppose that the traasnro w 
I have sought round the world lies buried, after b 
the very door of my mother's dwelUjig. Tliat trould 1 
a jeat indeed!" 

More he thought not about the matter ; for i 
door was opened, and an elderly woman appeared on ft 
threshold, peering into the dusk to diacoTerwho it mifi 
be that had intruded on her premises, and was atandt 
in the shadow of her tree. It was Balph CraiiGeli 
mother. Pass we over their greeting, and leave the ai 
to her joy and the other to his rest, — if quiet r 

But when morning broke, he arose with a 
brow ; for his sleep and his wakefuluesa had alike i 
full of dreaius. All the fervor waa rekindled with « 
he had burned of yore to unravel the threefold mjB 
of his fate. The crowd of hia early visions seeiue^'j| 
have awaited him beneath his mother's roof, and thtcc 
riotously around to welcome his return. In til* H 
rememhered chamber — on the pillow where his in 
bad slumbered— he had passed a wilder night UiUtW 
in an Arab tent, or when he had reposed his head in a 
ghastly shades of a haunted forest. A shadowy I 

1 stolen to bis bedside, and laid her finger oat 
scintillating heart; a hand of flame bad glowed i 
the darkness, pointing downward to a mystery within Q 
earth; a boary sage had waved bis prophetic wand, 
beckoned the dreamer onward to a chair of etiio. ' 
e phantoms, though fainter in the daylight, stjllfl 
about the cottage, and mingled among the crowd of b 
iar faces that were drawn thither by the news of F 
Cranfield's return, to hid him welcome 
sake. There they found him, a tall, dark, staloly B 
of foreiga aspect, courteous in demeanor and mild ^ 
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BpeecTi, yet with an abstracted eye, wliicli seemed often 
to snateh a glance at the iu risible. 

Meaatime the Widow Cranfield went bnstling about 
the house full oF jo; that she agaiu had somebody to 
love, and be carefal of, and for whom she might rei and 
tease herself with tbe petty troubles of daily life. It was 
nearly noon, when she looked forth from the door, and 
descried three personages of note coming along the street, 
through the hot sunshine and the masses of elm-treo 
shade. M length they reached her gate, and undid the / 
latch. 

"See, Balph ! " exclaimed sLe, with maternal pride, 
"here is Squire Hairiwood and the two other select- 
men coming on purpose to see you! Kow do tell tbem 
a good long stoty about what you have seen iu foreign 

The foremost of the three visitors. Squire Hawkwood, 
■was a very pompous, but excellent old geutlemsn, the 
head and prime mover in all the affairs of the village, 
and uoiversally acknowledged to bo one of the sagest 
men on earth. Ha wore, according to a fashioo, eyen 
then becoming antiquated, a three-cornered hat, and 
carried a silver-headed cane, tie use of which seemed to 
be rather for flourishing in the air than for assisting the 
progress of his legs. His two companions were elderly 
and respectable yeomen, who, retaining an ante-revolu- 
tionary reverence for rani and hereditary wealth, kept a 
little in the Squire's rear. As they approaolied along the 
pathway, Ralph CranSeld sat in an oaken elbow-chair, 
half unconsciously gazing at the three visitors, and ea- 
Tcloping their homely %ure3 iu the misty romance that 
pervaded his mental world. 

" Here," thought he, smiling at the conceit, — " here 
come three elderly personages, and the first of tbe three 
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is s renerable sago mtli a siaS. What if f 
abould bring me the message of mj fate ! 

While Squire Hawkwood and his colleagues entered, 
Balpli rose from, his seat, and advanced a few steps to 
receive them ; and his stately figure and dark couate- 
uance, as he beot courteously tovrarda hia guests, bad a 
natural dignity, contrasting well with the bustling im- 
portance of the Squire. The old gentleman, according to 
invari^le custom, gave aJi elaborate preliminnrj flourish 
Tfith his cane in the air, then removed his three-cornered 
hat in order to wipe his brow, and Snailj proceeded to 
make known his errand. 

"Mj colleagues imd myself," began the Squire, "are 
burdened with momentous duties, being jointly select-* 
men of this village, Oui minds, for the space of three 
days past, have been laboriously bent on the selection of 
a. suitable person to fill a most important office, and take 
upon himself a charge aad rule, which, wisely considered, 
may be ranked no lower than those of kings and poteo- 
tatea. And whereas yon, our native townsman, are of 
good natural intellect, mid well cultivated by foreign 
travel, aud that certain vagaries and fantasies of your 
youth are doubtless long ago corrected; taking aU these 
matters, I say, into due consideration, we are of opinion. 
' that Providence hath sent you hither, at this juncture 
for our very purpose." 

During this harangue, Cmnfleld gazed fixedly at tbe 
speaker, as if he beheld aooiething mysterious and vn- 
eartlily in hia pompous Little figure, and as if the Squire 
had worn the flowing robes of an ancient sage, instead of 
a square-skirled coat, flapped waistcoat^ velvet breeohes, 

1 silk stockings. Nt>r was his wonder without suffi- 
; for the flourish of the Squire's 
D relate, liad deaciibed. precisely the : 
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BIT which was to ratifj the message of tho prophetia 
Sage, wham Cranfleld had sought around the world. 

" And what," inquired Balph Craufleld, with a tremor ] 
in his Toice, — " what may this o£Soe be, which ia to equal I 
me with kings and potentates ? " 

"No less than instructor of our village school," K 
Bwered Squire Hawk wood ; "the office being uow vacant 1 
by the death of the venerable Master Whitaker, after a ] 
fifty years' incumbency." 

"I will consider of your proposal," replied Ralph 
CranQeld, hurriedly, " aod will make known iny decision ' 
within three days." 

After a few more words, tie village dignitary and his 
couipanions took tiieir leave. But to Cnuifield'a iaucy , 
their images were still present, and became more and, 
more invested with the dim awfulness of flgures which. ' 
had llrst appeared to him in a dream, and afterwards had 
shosm themselves in his n'aking moments, assuming 
homely aspects among familiar things. His mind dweU 
upon the features of the Squire, till they grew oonfnsed 
with those of the visionary Sage, and one appeared but the 
shadow of the other. The same visage, he now thought, 
had looked forth upon him from the Pyramid ot Cheops ; 
the same form had beckoned to hira among the colonnades 
of the Alhambra; the same figure had mistily reveah?d 
itself through the ascending steam of the Great Geyser. 
At every effort of his memory be recognized some trait 
of the dreamy Messenger of Destiny, in this pompous, 
bustling, self-important, little gre^t man of the vill 
Amid such musings Balpb Cranfleld sat all day i 
cottage, scarcely hearing and vaguely answer 
mother's thousand questions about his travel- 
ventures. At sunset he roused himself t" 
Uii, passing the aged elm-tree, his eye n 
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bj tlio semblance of a hand, pointing downward a 
tmif-ohlitcrated inscript ion. 

As Crnufield wnlked down the street of the v 
tin leTel sunbeams tlirewlus shadow far before him; __^^ 
he Cancied tbat, as his shadow walked among distant ob- 
jecfs, so had thers been a presentiment stalking in ad- 
vance of Mm tliroughout bia life. And when he drew 
near each object, over which hia fall shadow had preceded 
bim, still it proved to be one of the familiar recollections 
of his iuJiincj ajid youth. Every crook in the pathway 
was remembered. Even the more transitory character- 
istics of the BceiiB were the same as in bygone days. A 
company of cows were grazing on the grassy roadside, and 
refreshed him with their fragrant breath, " It is sweeter," 
thought he, "than the perfume which was wufted to our 
ship from the Spice Islands," The round little figure td 
t, child roEed from a doorway, and lay laughing almost 
beneath Cranfleld's feet. The dark and stately man 
stooped down, and, lifting the infant, restored him to his 
niother'a arms. " The children," said he to himself, 
and sighed, and smiled, — " the children are to be my 
chfti^ ! " And while a flow of natural feeling gashed 
like a wellspriug in his heart, he came to a dwelling 
which he could nowise forbear to enter, A aweet voice, 
which seemed to come from a deep and tender sou!, waa 
warbling a plaiutivc little air, within. 

He bent his head, and passed through the lowly door. 
As his foot sounded upon the threshold, a young woman 
advanced from the dusky interior of the house, at first 
haslily, and then with a more uncertain step, till they 
met face to face. There was a singular contrast in their 
two figures; he dark and picturesque, ^ — one who bad 
battled with the world, — whom nllsuna had shone upon, 
" dwhomaJl windsliad blown on a varied course;. ' 
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neat, comely, and quiet, — quiet even ia her agitation, — , 
as if oil her emotions had been subdued to tUe peaceful i 
teuor of her life. Yet their Eoces, all unlike as tkej wec^ < 
b&d an expression that seemed not so alien, — a glow J 
of kindred feeling, Wishing upward anew from half-estin- ] 
guished embers. 

" Yon are welcome home ! " said Faith Egertan 
But Craaifleld did not immediately answer ; for 
had been caught by an ornament in the shape of a Hear^ J 
which Eaith wore us a brooch upon her bosom. Tha J 
nuLterial was the ordinary white quartz ; and he lecol- i 
leoted having himself shaped it out of one of those Indian * 
arrowheads, which are so often found in the ancient kannta . 
of the red men. It was precisely on the pattern of that 
worn by the yisionary Moid. When Cranfleld departed" 
on his shadowy search he had bestowed this brooch, ii 
gold setting, as a parting gift to I'ailh Egertoa. 

" So, Taith, you hare kept the Heart ! " said he, at 

"Yes," said she, blushing deeply; then more gayly, 
" and what olae have jou brought me from beyond the i 
«ca P " 

" Paith !" replied Ralph Cranfield, uttering the fated ' 
words by an imcontroUable impulse, "I have brought 
you nothing but a heavy heart ! May I rest its weight 
on you ? " 

" This token, wliich I have worn so long," said Faith, 
laying her tremulous finger on the Heart, " is the assor 
ance that you may ! " 

" Faith ! Paith ! " cried Cranfield, clasping her in hii 
arms, " you havr interpreted mj wild and weary dream 1 * 

Yea, the wild dreamer was awake at last. To find tl 
mysterious treasure, he was to till the earth around h 
iQOther'a dwelling, and reap its prodnots 1 
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warlike commmd, or regal or religious sway, he 
rule over tie village children ! And now the visionary 
Maid had faded from bis fimoy, and in her place he saw 
the plajmate of his childhood ! Would all, who cherish 
such wild wishes, but look around them, they would often., 
est imd their sphere of duty, of prosperity, and happiaesa 
within those precincts, and in tliat station where Provi- 
dence itself has east their lot. Happy they who read the 
riddle, without a wuary world^^search, or a lifetune spent 
in vain! 
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